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MDCCLXXIX. 


Sunt lacrymæ rerum, & mentem mortalia tangunt. Vige, 
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1 the occaſion of this Poem was real, not fictitious; 

fo the method purſued in it, was rather impoſed, 
by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in the Author's mind on that 
occaſion, than meditated or deſigned. Which will ap- 


pear very probable from the nature Hit. Vor it differs 


from the common mode of Poetry, which is, from long 
narratious to draw ſhort morals. Here, on the contra» 
ry, the narrative is ſhort, and the morality ariſing from 
it makes the bulk of the Poem. The reaſon of it is, That 
the fads mentioned did naturally pour theſe moral reflec- 
tons on the thought of the Writer. 
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COMPLAINT. 
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NIGHT the FIRST. 


—__ 


ON 


Lt x E, DE A TE, and IMMORTALITY: 


To the RIGHT HoROUIHABLE 
ARTHUR ON S LO w, Eq; 
SPEAKER of the Houss of COMMONS. 


IR'D Nature's ſweet reſtorer, balmy Sleep! 
He, like the world, his ready viſit pays 

Where Fortune ſmiles ; the wretched he forſakes; 
Swift on his downy pinion flies from woe, 
And lights on lids unſully'd with a tear. 

From ſnort (as uſual) and ditturb'd repoſe, 
I wake: How happy they, who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain, if dreams infeſt the grave. 
I wake, emerging from a lea of dreams 


Tumultuous; where my wreck'd deſponding thought, 


From wave to wave of fancy'd miſery, 
At random drove, her helm of reaſon loſt. 


A 3 | Thou gh 


6 THE ComPLannT. Nightz, 


Thongh now reſtor'd, *tis only change of pain, 

(A bitter change !) ſeverer for ſevere. | 

The Day too ſhort for my diſtreſs ; and Night, 

Ev'n in the zenith of her dark domain, 

Is funſhine to the colour of my fate. 
Night, fable goddeſs ! from her eben throne, 

In rayleſs majeſty, now ſtretches forth 

Her leaden ſceptre o'er a ſſlumb'ring world. 

Silence, how dead! and darkneſs, how profound? 
Nor eye, nor liſt'ning ear, an object finds; 

Creation fleeps. Tis as the gen'ral pulſe 

Of life ſtood ſtill, and nature made a pauſe; 

An awful pauſe! prophetic of her end. 

And et her propheſy be ſoon fulfill'd; 

Fate ! drop the curtain; TI can loſe no more. 
Silence and Darkneſs ! ſolemn ſiſters! twins. 

From ancient Mit, who nurſe the tender thought | 

Io Reafpn, and on Reaſon build Reſolve, 

(That column of true majeſty in man) 

Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the grave; 


The grave, your kingdom : There this frame ſhall: 


A victim ſacred to your dreary ſnrine. [fall 
But what are ye? 
THOU, who didſt put to flight 
Primæval S/ence, when the morning ſtars, 
Exuliing, ſhouted o'er the riſing ball; - 
O THOU, whoſe word from ſolid darkneſs ſtruck 
That ſpark, the ſun ; ſtrike wiſdom from my foul ; 


My foul, which flies to Thee, her truſt, her treaſure, 


As miſers to their gold, while others reſt. 
Through this opaque of Nature, and of Soul, 

This double night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 

To lighten and to chear. O lead my mind, 

(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 


Lead it through various ſcenes of Life and Death; 


And from each ſcene the nobleſt truths inſpire, 
Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my Song; 
"Teach my beit reaſon, reaſon; my beſt will 


Teach 


I oa x aa IN 
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On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 


On LIFE, DEATH, and IAMORTALITT. 7 


Teach rectitude; and fix my firm reſolve 
Wildom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
The bell ſtrikes One. We take no note of ume 
But from its loſs. To give it then a tongue 
Is wiſe in man. As if an angel poke, 
L feel the ſolemn ſound. If heard ar right, 
It is the Auel! of my departed hours 
Where are they? With the years be ond the flood. 


It is the /Jignal that demands diſpate eh: 


How much is to be done? My hopes and fears 

Start up alarm'd; and o'er life's narrow verge 

Look down—9On what? a fathomleſs abyls 

A dread eternity! how ſurely ue! 

And can eternity belong to me, 

Poor penſioner on the bounties of an hour ? 
How poor, how rich, how abject, ho'y auguſt, 

How complicate, how wonderful, is man! 

How paſſing wonder HE, who made him ſach ! 

Who centred in our make ſuch ſtrange extremes! 

From diff rent natures marvelouſly . 

Connexion exquiſite of diſtant worlds 

Diſtinguiſh'd Ii in being's endlcts ES 


Midway from Nothing to the De::;! 
A beam ethereal, ſully'd, and abſoropt! 
Though fully'd, and dich, 'nour! J, ſtill divine 


Dim miniature of greatneſs abſolute! 
An heir of glory! La trail child of duc! 
Heipleſs ideea! inſedt iu! 
A worm! a god -I tremble at mz eit 
And in myſelf am loit ! at hone a iran ager, 
Thought wanders up and down, ſurpriz 4, Aghaſt, 
And wond' ring at her awzs How reaſon res is! 
9 what a miracle to man is man, 
Triumphantly ditreſs'd ! what joy, what dr cad! 
Alternately tranſported, and alarm'd ! 
What can preſerve my life | or what deſtroy ! 
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3 Tas COMPLAINT, Night r. 


An angels arm can't ſnatch me from the grave; 
Legious of angels can't confine me there, 

"Tis pail conjecture ; ; all things riſe in proof: 
White o'er my limbs ſeep's ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What though my ſoul phantaſtic meaſures trod 
O'cr fairy fields ; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathleſs w oods ; ; or down the craggy iteep 
Huri'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled pool; 
Or ſcal'd the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds, 
With antic ſhapes, wild natives of the brain? 
Her ceaſeleſs flight, tho? devious, ſpeaks. her nature 
Of ſubtler eſſence than the trodden clod; 

Active, aerial, tow? ring, unconfin'd, 


Unfetter'd with her groſs companion's fall. 


Ev'n filent night proclaims my ſoul immortal: 

Ev'n ſilent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal heav'n huſbands all events; 

Dull tle2p inſtructs, nor ſport vain dreamsin vain. 
Why then their loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 

Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around, 

In infidel-diftreſs ? Are Angels there ? 


Slu:nbers, rak'd up in duſt, ethereal fire? 


They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, ned. rp and from an eye 
Of tenderneſs let heavy? aly pity fall 
On me, more juſtly number'd with the dead. 
Tris is the deſart, his the ſolitude: 

How populous, how vital, is the grave! 

This eis creation's melancholy vault, 

The vale funereal, the ſad cypreſs gloom ;. 

Phe land of apparitions, empty ſhades ! 

All, all on earth, is Shadaw, all beyond 

Is Su>/ance ; the reverſe is folly's creed: 

How folid all, where change ſhall be no more! 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 

The twilight of our day, "the veſtibule ; 
Life's theatre as yet is ſhut, and death, 


Strong death, alone can heave the maſty bar, 


This 


— SS A 
5 „ oO ALS IL IP ns NN 
See ThETS 3 8 YI 5 
. . * 4 


r * F EIFS" 
- ERIE tet 85 ROY rt WS. SS 8 «orange 1 wY* 
1 2 "Sf - * nas” 1 4 [- e _ * 5 * 
4 9 N 5 4 A 1 th 4 s ». 
| a TIES OR 5 - N Oe. N 25 


50 
1 
7 
— 
5 4 
FD 
1 2 
* 
by. ** 
"of 
28 
+a 
FA 
1 
12 
7 * 4 
1 
"INN 
N 
5 
Ft / 
1 
* : 
bs. 
* 
— 
2 
* 
7 
. 
15 : 
% 
1 


On LIFE, DEA TE, and IxMuOR TAL ITT. ©: 
This groſs impediment of clay remove, 

And make us embryos of exiſtence free. 

From real life, but little more remote 

Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 

The future embryo, ſlumb'ring in his fire. 

Embryos we mult be, till we burit the ſhell, 


Yon ambient azure ſhell, and s to life, 


The life of gods, O tranſport and of man. | 
Vet man, fool man! here buries all his thoughts; 

Inters celeſtial hopes without one gh. 

Priſoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 

Here pinions all his withes ; wing'd by heav'n 

To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 

Where ſerapbs gather immortality, 

On life's fair tree, fait by the throne of God. 

What golden joys ambroſal clutring glow, 

In HIS full beam, and ripen for the juſt, 

Where momentary ages are no more! 


+ ww os 


Where time, and pain, and chance, and death ezpire! 


And is it in the flight of threeſcore years, 
To puth eternity from human thought, 
And ſmother ſouls immortal in the duſt? 
A ſoul immortal, ſpending' all her fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous idleneſs, 
Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten or indulge, 
Reſembles ocean into tempeit wrought, 
To watt a feather, or to drown a fy. 
Where falls this cenſure? It o'erwhelms myſelf; - 
How was my heart incruſted by the world! 
O how ſeli-fetter'd was my grov'ling ſoul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round - 
In ſilken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 
Till darken'd Reafon lay quite clouded o'er - 
With ſoft conceit of endleis comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ſkies ! 
_ Nizhi-vifions may beitiend (as ſung above): 
Our wating dreams are fatal. How L dreamt. 
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More mortal than the common births of fate. 


10 TE CoMPLAINT. 


Of things impoſſible! (Could ſleep do more i; 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change! 
Of itable pleaſures on the tofling wave! 
Eternal ſurſhine in the Rorms of life! 
How richly were my noon tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeltrics of pictur'd joys : 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs perſpective! 
Till at death's toll, whoſe reſtleſs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy's pompous furniture? 6h 
The cabaueb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me! 
Lhe ſpider's moit attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man's tender tie 
On carthly bliſs ; it breaks at every breeze. 

O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent delight! 
Full, above meaſuse ! laſting, 88 bound ! 
A perpetuity of bliſs is bliſs. 
Could you, 1o rich in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghaſtly thought would drink up all your joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rolling ſpheres; 
The baleful influence of whoſe giddy dance 
Sheds lad viciſſitude on all beneath. 
Here teems with revolutions every hour; 
And rarely for the better; or the 5%, 


N 


Zach Moment has its fickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous ſcythe, whoſe ample ſweep 
Strikes empires from the root; each mmment plays 
tis litile weapon in the narrower ſphere 
Of ſweet domeſtic comfort, and cuts down 
Ihe faireſt bloom of n bliſs. 

Bliſs! ſublunary bliſs! - proud words, and vain! 
Implicit treaſon to divine decree! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of heav'n! 
{ clatp*d the phantoms, aud I found them air. 

O 


» 
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On Lirx, DEATH, and I MORTALITY, 11 


O had I weigh' F it ere my fond emorace ! 
Waat darts of agony had miis d my heart ! 
Deach! great Proprietor of all! 'tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ſtars. 
Tus tun himſelf by thy permitlion thiaes ; 
And, one day, thou thalt pluck him irow his ſphere. 
Amid tuch mighty plunder, way exhault 
Thy Hartial quiver on a mark ſo mean ? 
Why thy peculzar rancour wreak'd on me ? 
Inſatiate archer ! could noc one lulfice? 
Thy haft flew thrice ; and thrice n; peace was flain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon nad all'd ner horn. 


O Cynthia ! why ſo pale? Doit thou lament 


Thy wretcaed neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 


Of ceaſeleſs change ourwirt'd in human lite? 


Z 
How wanes my borrow'd bliis! from fortunes imile, 


Precarious courteſy! not virtue's ſure, 
Self- Siven, folar ray of ſound delight. 

In ev'ry vary d poſture, place, and a, 
How widow'd ev'ry thought of ev'ry joy! 


Thought, buſy thought! too buiy tor my peace! ; 


Theo) the dark poitein of time long claps'd, 

Led ſoftly, by the ſtilneſs of the night, 

Led, like a murderer, (ud iuch it proves!) 
Strays (wretchec rover |) o'er the pleaſing Paſt ; 


In queit of wretchedaeis perverſely itrays ; 


And finds all deiart mow ; and meets che gholts 
Of my departed) joys; a num'rous train! 
I rue the riches of my former fate; 
Sweet comfort's blaſted cluſters 1 lament ; 
L tremble at the bleſlings once fo dear 
And ev'ry pleaſure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain? or why complain for one? 
Hangs out the ſun his luſtre but for me, 
The /1zzle man? Are angels all beide? 
I mourn for millions: ? Dis the common lot; 
In tis thape, or in that, has fate entail d 
The morher's throes on all of woman born, 

A 6 lot. 
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72 TE COMPL&ATN T, | Night 2. 


Not more the children, than ſure heirs, of pain. 
War, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteſtine broils, CHhreſſon, with her heart 


Wapt up in triple braſs, beſiege mankind. 


God's image, diſinherited of day, 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made. 
There, beings deathleſs as their haughty lord, 


Are ma 'd to the galling oar for life; 


And plow the winter's wave, and reap deſpair. 
Sine, for hard maſters, broken under arms, 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 

Beg bitter bread through realms their valour ſav'd, 
i io the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 

Maut, and incurable diſeaſe, (fell pair!) 

On hopelets multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoſpitals eject their dead! 


What number 5 groan for ſad admiſſion there! 


What numbers, once in fortune's lap high fed, 
Do! licit the cold hand of charity! 

1˙0 ſhock us more, ſolicit it in vain! 

Je ſilke , ſons of pleaſure! ſince in pains 


You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit here, 


And breathe from your debauch : Give, and reduce 
Surfeit's dominion o'er you: But ſo great 
Your impudence, you bluth at what is right. 
dhe did ſorrow ſeize on /uch alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue ſave; 
Diteale invades the chaſteft temperance; 
Ind punithment the guiltleis ; and alarm, 
Through thickeſt thades, purſues the fond of peace. 
Man's 2 often into danger turns, 
And, his guard falli ing, cruſhes him to death. 
Not happincſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very withes give us not our with, 
How dittant ofc the ching we doat on moſt, 
From chat for which we doat, feliczry ! 
The ſiucotheſt courie of nature has its pains; 


And 


On Lirx, DeaTH, and IMMORTALITY. 13 


And ?rueft friends, through error, wound our reſt 
Without misfortune, what calamities! 
And what hoftilities, without a -foe ! 
Nor are foes wanting to the beſt on earth. 
Bur endleſs is the lift of human ills, _ 
And ſighs might ſooner fail, than cauſe to ſigh, 

A part how ſmall of the terraqucous globe 
Is tenanted by man! the reſt a wa/?e, 
Rocks, deſarts, frozen ſeas, and burning ſands : 
Wild haunts of moniters, poiſons, thngs, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map! But, far 
More ſad ! this earth is a true map of man. 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To wes wide empire; where deep troubles toſs, 
Loud ſorrows howl, invenom'd paſſions bite, 
Rav'nous d our vitals ſeize, 
And threat'ning fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ? £ 
In age, in infancy, from others” aid 
Is all our hope; ; to teach us to be kind. 
T hat, nature's fir/t, laſt leſſon to mankind ; 
The ſelfiſh heart deſerves the pain it feels. 
More gen'rous ſorrow, while it ſinks, exalts; 
And conſcious virtue nitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grict. 
Take then, O World! ny much- indebted tear: 
How fad a light is human happineſs, 
To thoſe whole thought can pierce beyond an hour! 
O thou! whute'er thon art, whoſe heart exults ! 
Wouldit thou I ſhould congratulate thy fate? 
I kuow thou wouldit ; ch pr ids demands it from me. 
et thy pride par Jon, what thy nature needs, 
The falutary cenſure of a friend. 
Thou happy wretch ! b, binden thou art bleſt ; 
By Jotage dandled to per pecual uiles. 
Know, ſuiier ar thy peril art thou pleas'd; 


Thy 


14 THE Cour LATIN T. Night 2. 


Thy pleaſure is the promiſe of thy pain. 


 Misfortune, like a creditor ſevere, 


But riſes in demand for her delay; 

She makes 2 ſcourge of palt proſperity, 

To ſting thee more, and double thy diſtrefs. 

LORENZ o, fortune makes her court to thee, .. 

Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren ſings. 

Dear is thy welfare; think me not unkind; 

I would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys. 

Think not that /ear is ſacred to the ſtorm: 

Stand on thy guard againſt the /-es of fate. 

Is heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? Mott ſure; . 

And in its favours formidable too: 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not diſcharge from care ; 

And thould alarm us, full as much as woes; 

Awake us to-their cauſe, and conſequence ; 

And make us tremble, weigh'd with our deſert ; - 

Awe nature's tumult, and chaſtiſe her joys, 

Lett while we claſp, we kill them ; nay, invert 

To worſe than fmple miſery, their charms. 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, 

Like boſom friendthips to:reſentment ſour'd, 

With rage envenom'd riſe againit our peace. 

Beware what earth calls happineſs ; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire. 

Who builds on leſs than an immortal baſe, 

Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to death. 
Mine dy'd with thee, PaiLanves ! thy laſt ſigh 

Diſſolv'd the charm; the diſenchanted earth _ 

Lott all her luſtre. Where her glitt'ring towers? 

Her golden mountains, where? all darken'd down + 

To naked waſte; a dreary vale of tears: 

The great magician's dead! Thou poor, pale piece 

Of out-calt earth, in darkneſs! what a change 

From yeiterday ! Thy darling hope ſo near, 

(Long-labour'd prize!) O how ambition fluſn'd 

Thy glowing cheek! Ambition truly great, 3 


5 
oY 
T 
o 

; 
25 
bal 
£341 
88 
ot 
*$> 
by 4 
> 
3. 
* 
[2 \ y 
* 
IV 
2 E 
4 
oF 
77 
Pp 
2% 
8 
9 
8 
* ö 
— x 
54 
1 
7 
3 
by. 
* 
80 
+265 
£3 
£35 
NE, 
Sas 
F 
1 
22 
1 
{+ 
Ft 
As 


On LIE, DeaTH, and IMMORTALITY. 2. 


Of virtuous praiſe. Deat/'s ſubtle ſeed within, 


(Sly, treach'rous miner!) working in the dark, 


Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd- 
The worm to riot on that roſe ſo red, | 
Unfaded ere it fell; one moment's prey! 

Man's foreſight is conditionally wile ; 
Loxtxzo! wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is born. How dim our eye! 
The preſent moment terminates our ſight 
Clouds, thick as thoſe on doomſday, drown the next ; 
We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles; and each, 
Ere iningled with the ſtreaming ſands of life, 
By fate's inviolable oath is ſworn 


Deep filence, « Where eternity begins.” 


By nature's law, what may be, may be a; 


There's no prerogative in human hours. 


In human hearts what bolder thought can riſe, 
Than man's preſu, nption on to-morrow's dawn? * 


 Wiere is to morrow? In another world. 


For numbers this is certain; the reverſe 
Is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, intamous for lyæs, 

As on a rock of adamant, we build 


Our mountain hopes; ſpin our eternal ſchemes, 


As we the fatall ſiſters could out- ſpin, 
And, big with life's futurities, expire. 
Not ev'n PHiLANDER had beſpoke his ſhroud, 
Nor had he cauſe; a warning was deny'd : 
How many fall as ſudden, not as ſafe! 
As 1udien, tho” for years admoniſh'd home. 
Of human ils the lait extreme beware, 
Beware, Lozzxzo! a flow ſudden death. 
How dreadful that d-liberate ſurprize! 
Be wiſe to-day ; 'tis madnels to deter ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wiſdom is pull'd out of life. 
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At ty chides his infamous delay, 


16 TRE ComyLarnwT. Night 2. 


Precraſtin ation is the thief of time; 
Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vaſt concerns of an eternal ſcene. 
If not ſo frequent, would not This be ſtrange ? 
That *tis fo frequent, .Thzs is ſtranger ſtill. 

Of man's miraculous miſtakes, this bears 
The palm, © Phat all men are about to live, 
For ever on the brink of being born. 
All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They one day ſhall not drivel: and their pride 
On this reverſion takes up ready praile ; 
At leaſt, their own; their future ſelves applauds ; 
How excellent that life they ze'er will lead! q 
Time lodg'd in their ow- hands is Folly's vails | 
That lodg'd in fate” S, to wiſdom they confign ; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſipone 3 f 
Tis not in folly, not to ſcorn a fool; ; 
And ſcarce in human wifdom to do more. 
All promiſe is poor dilatory man, 
And that thro” ev'ry ſtage : When young, indeed, . 
In tull content we, ſometimes, nobly reit, 


er 


VUnanxious for ourſelves ; and only with, 
As duteous ſons, our fathers were more wile. - 


At thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a fool; 1 
Num it atforty, and reforms his plan; = 


Puthes his prudent purpoſe to reſalbe; 2 
In all the magnanimity of thought E 
Retolves ; and re- reſolves; then dies the ſame. 
And why ? Becauſe he thinks himielf immortal, 

All men think all men mortal, but Themſelves; 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of fate 
Strikes thro? their wounded hearts the ſudden dread ; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air, 


Soon cloſe ; where paſt the thaft, no trace is found. 
As from the wing no ſcar the tky retains; 


The parted wave no furrow from the kee/ ; 


Bo 
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So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 

Ev'n with the tender tear which nature ſheds 

O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their grave. 

Can I forget PhiLanDtEr ? That were ſtrange! 

O my full heart But ſhould I give it vent, 

The longelt night, tho? longer far, would fail, 

And the /ark hiten to my midnight long. | 
The ſpritely /ark's ſhrill matin wakes the morn $ 

Grief's ſharpeſt thorn hard preſſing on my breaſt, 

I frive, with wakeful melody, to chear 

The ſullen gloom, ſweet Philamel like Thee, 

And call the ſtars to liſten: Ev'ry {tar 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Vet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel, 

And charm thro? diitant ages: Wrapt in ſhade, 

Pris'ner of darknefs ! to the filent hours, 

How often I repeat their rage divine, 

; To lull my griefs, and ſteal my heart from woe 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, tho? not blind, like thee, ///29nides ! 

; Or, Milton] thee ; ah! could I reach your Rraig | l 

Or Vi, who made Maonides our Own. 

Wan too He ſung: [mortal man I ing ; 

Oft burits my ſong beyond the bounds of life; 

What, zow, but immortality can pleate ? 

O had He preſs'd his theme, purſu'd the track, 

Which opens out of darknels into day! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar*d where I tink. and ſung Immortal man 

How had it bleſt mankind, and reicu'd me! 
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TTM E, DEATH, FALIENDS IP. 


To the Ricur HonovraBLE. Y 


The Earl of WiLMINGTON. 


l E MN the Cock crew, he wept” —ſimote by that: = 
eye, 
Which looks on me, on all : That pow'r, who bids. 
This midnight centinel, with clarion thrill, _ 
Emblem of that which: ſhall awake the dend, 
Rouſe ſouls from ſlumber, into thoughts of Hear'n. 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And, fortitude abandon'd, where is man? 
T know the terms on which he ſees the light; 
He that is born, is liſted ; life is war; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it beſt, 
Deſerves it leaſt. On ore r themes I'Il dwell. 
LokENzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee, 
And thine, on themes may profit; profit there, 
Where molt they need. Themes, too, the genuine 
growth 
Of dear PnILANDER's duſt. He, thus, tho? dead. 
May 
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On LIE, DATE, and IuMORTALITT. 19 


May ſtill befriend What themes? Time's wondrous 
Price. | | 
Death, Friend/hip, and PaitanDER's final ſcene. 
So could I touch theſe themes, as might obtain 
Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite diſengag'd, 
The good deed would delight me; half impreſs 
On my dark cloud an 1ris ; and from grief 
Call glory Doſt thou mourn PhILANxDER's fate? 
I know thou ſay'ſt it: Says thy J%e the ſame ? ; | 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they deſire. N 
Where is that thrift, that avarice of TIME, | | 
(O glorious avarice!) thought of death inſpires, 
As rumour'd robberies endear our gold? | 
O 772! than gold more ſacred ; more a load | 
Than lead, to fools; and fools reputed wiſe. | 
What moment granted man without account? 
What years are ſquander'd, wiſdlam's debt unpaid? 
Our wealth, in days, all due to at diſcharge. 
Haſte, haſte, he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
Inſidious Death! ſhould his ſtrong hand arreſt, 
No compoſition ſets the pris'ner 8 | 
Eternity's inexorable chain | 
Faſt binds ; and vengeance claims the full arrear. if 
How late I thudder'd on the brink ! how late ö 
Life call'd for her laſt refuge in deſpair! 
That Time is mine, O Map! to thee I owe; 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity. | 0 
But ill my genius anſwers my deſire; = 
My fickly ſong is mortal, paſt thy cure. 
Accept the will ;—that dies not with my ſtrain. 
For what calls thy diſeaſe, LORENZO? not 
For Eſculapian, but for Moral aid. ot 
Thou think'it it folly to be wiſe too ſoon. [i 
Youth is not rich in Time, it may be poor 9 
Part with it as with money, ſparing; pay * 
No moment. but in purchaſe of its worth; * | 
And what its worth, alk death-beds ; they can tell, 
Part with it as with life, reluctant; big | 


With. | 


Thy purpoſe firm, is equal to the deed ; 


20 Tus Cour LATIN T. Night 2. 


With holy hope of nobler time to come; 
Time higher aim'd, {till nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, wiſdom, glory, gain? 
(Theſe heav'n benign in vital union binds). 
And ſport we like the natives of the bough, 
When vernal ſuns inſpire ? Amuſement reigns 


Man's great demand To trifle is to live: 


And is it then a trifle, too, to die? 

Thou ſay'ſt I preach, LoxENZZO! Tis confeſt. 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite a-Cale? 
Who wants amuſement in the flame of battle ? 

Is it not treaſon to the ſoul immortal, 
Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 


Will toys amuſe, when med*cines cannot cure? 


When ſpirits ebb, when life's enchanting ſcenes 
Their luſtre loſe, and leſſen in our ſight, 
As lands, and cities with their glitt'ring ſpires, 
To the poor ſhatter'd bark, by ſudden ſtorm 
Thrown off to ſea, and ſoon to periſh there; | 
Will Toys amuſe? No: "Thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and ſkies ſeem duſt upon the ſcale. 
Redeem we time ?—lIts [oſs we dearly buy. 


What pleads LORENZO for his high-priz'd ſports? 
He pleads time's num'rous han, he loudly pleads 


The ſtraw-like tries on life's common ſtream. 
From whom thoſe. blanls and trifles, but from thee? 
No #lank, no ?rifle, vature made, or meant. 

Virtue, or purpos'd virtue, ſtill be thine ; 

This cancels thy complaint at once; This leaves 


In ad no trie, and no blank in time. 


This greatens, fills, immortalizes all; 

This, the bleſt art of turning all to cold ; 
This, the goad heart's prerogative to raiſe 
A royal tribute from the pooreſt hours; 
Immenſe revenue! ev'ry moment pays. _ 
If nothing more than purpsſe in thy power; 


Who 
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On TIME, DEATH, FRIENDS HIT. 21 


Who does the beſt his circumſtance allows, 


Does well. acts nobly; angels could no more. 


Our outward act, indeed, admits reſtraint; 


*'Fis not in things o'er thought to domineer £ 


Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard in 


heav'n. | 
On all important Time, thro? ev'ry age, 


Tho? much, and warm, the wiſe have urg'd; the man 


Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
ec Poe loft a day” the prince who nobly cry'd, 


Had been an emperor without his crown ; 


Ot Rome ? ſay, rather, lord of human race : 
He ſpoke, as if deputed by mankind, 


So ſhould all ſpeak : So reaſon ipeaks in all: 


From the ſoft whiſpers of that God in man, 
Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly, 

For reſcue from the bleſings we poſſeſs ?. 

Time, the ſupreme !—Time is Eternity ; 
Pregnant with all eternity can give; 

Pregnant with all, that makes archangels ſmile. 
Who murders time, he cruſhes in the birth 

A pow'r ethereal, only t ador'd. 

Ah! how unjuſt to nature, and himſelf, 

Is thoughtleſs, thankleſs, inconſiſtent man! 
Like children babbling nonſenſe in their ſports, 
We cenſure nature for a ſpan too ſhort ; 

That ſpan too ſhort, we tax as tedious too; 


Torture invention, all expedients tire, 


To laſh the ling'ring moments into ſpeed, 
And whirl us (happy riddance !) from ourſelves. 
Art, brainleſs Art!] our furious charioteer, 
(For Nature's voice unſtifled would recall) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death ; 


Death, molt our dread ; death th more dreadful 


O what a riddle of abſurdity ! (made: 
Leiſure is pain; takes off our chariot- wheels; 
How heavily we drag the load of lite ! 

Bleſt leiſure is our curſe ; like that of Cain, 5 
| | FR 
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It makes us wander; wander earth around 

To fly that tyrant, thought. As Atlas groan'd 
The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amuſement ; 

The next amuſement mortgages our fields; 
Slight inconvenience! priſons hardly frown) 
From hateful Time if priſons ſer us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us relief, 

We call him cruel ; years to moments ſhrink, 
Ages to Years. The teleſcope is turn d. 

To man's falſe optics (from his folly falſe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings, 


And ſeems to creep, decrepit with his age: 


Behold him, when paſt by; what then is ſeen, 
But his broad pinions ſwifter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradiction ſtrong, 
Ruetul, aghaſt ! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes theſe errors, and theſe ills; 
To nature juſt, their Cauſe and Cure explore. 
Not ſhort heav'n's bounty, boundleſs our expence; 
No niggard, nature; men are prodigals. 


We wa/te, not uſe our time; we breathe, not live. 
Time waſted is exiſtence, ud is life. 


And bare exiſtence, man, to live ordain'd, 
Wrings, and oppreſſes with enormous weight. 


And why? fince Time was giv'n for uſe, not waſte, 


Injoin'd to fly; with tempeſt, tide, and ſtars, 


Jo keep his ſpeed, nor ever wait for man; 


Time's uſe was doom'd a pleaſure: Waſte, a pain 
That man might /ee/ his error, if unſeen: 


And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure; 


Not, blund'ring, ſplit on idleneſs for . | 
Life's cares are comforts ; ſuch by heav'n deſign'd; 


He that has none, muſt make them, or be wretched. 


Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The ſoul is on a rack; the rack of reſt, 


To ſouls moſt adverſe; action all their joy. 
Pere, then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Then 


He walks with Nature; and her ꝓaths are peace, 


Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speed; 


On True, DEATH, FRIENDSH IT. 23 


Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreſtle, with Great Nature's Plau; 
We thwart the Deity ; and *tis decreed, 

Who thwart his will, thall contradict their own. 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourſelves ; 


Our thoughts at enmity ; our boſom-broils ; 


We pulh time from us, and we with him back; 

Laviſh of luſtrums, and yet fond of life; 

Life we think long, and thort ; Death ſeek, and ſhun ; 

Body and ſoul, like peeviſh man and wife, | 

United jar, and yet are loth to part. 
Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, 

How taſteleſs ; and how terrible, when gone! 

Gone ? they ne'er go; when paſt, they haunt us ſtill; 

The ſpirit walks of ev'ry day deceas'd; 

And ſmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 

Nor death, nor life delight us. If time paf?, 

And time poſeſt both pain us, what can pleaſe ? 

That which the Deity to pleaſe ordain'd, | 

Time rd. The man who conſcerates his hours 

By vig'rous effort, and an honeſt aim, 

At once he draws the ſting of life and death 


PP 


Our error's cauſe and cure are ſeen: See next 


And thy great Gain from urging his career. 


All-ſenſual man, becaute untouch'd, unſeen, 


He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elſe 
Is truly man's; 'tis fortune' .— Time's a god. 
Haſt thou ne*er heard of Time's omnipotence ? 


For, or againſt, what wonders can he do ! 


And wil/: To Rand blank neuter he diſdains. 


Not on thoſe terms was Time (heav'n's ſtranger ') ſent 


On his important embaſſy to man. 
LoxExzo! no: On the long deſtin'd hour, 
From everlaſting ages growing ripe, 

That memorable hour of wondrous birth, 
When the Dzxzap SIRE, on emanation bent, 


And 
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And big with nature. riſing in his might, 


Call'd forth creation (for then Time was born), 
By Godhead ſtreaming thro? a thouſand worlds; 
Not on thoſe terms, from the great days of heaven, 
From old eternity's myſterious orb, 

Was Time cut off, and caſt beneath the ſkies ; ; 
The ſkies, which watch him in his new abode; 
Meaſuring his motions by revolving ſpheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. 


Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, 
Like num'rous wings around him, as he flies: [play, 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they ſhape | 
His ample pinions, ſwift as darted flame, 


To gain his goal, to reach his antient reſt, 
And join anew Eternity his lire; 
In his immulability to neſt, 


When worlds, that count his circles ow, unhing'd, 


(Fate the loud ſignal ſounding) headlong ruſh 
To timeleſs night and chaos, whence they roſe. 
Why {pur the ſpeedy ? Why with levities 


New-wing thy ſhort, ſhort day's too rapid flight? 
| Know'ſt thou, or what thou doſt, or what is done? 
Man flies from Time, and Time from man; too ſoon 


In ſad divorce this double flight muſt end: 

And then, where are we? Where, Lorenzo! then 
Thy ſports ? thy pomps ?—l grant thee, in a ſtate 
Not unambitious ; in the ruffled ſhroud, 

Thy Parian tomb s triumphant arch beneath. 

Has Death his fopperies? Then well may Life 
Put on her plume, and ra her rainbow ſhine, 

Ye awell-array'd! Ye lilies of our land! 

Ye lilies male ! who neither toil, nor ſpin, 

(As fiiter lilies igt) if not fo wiſe 

As Solomon, more ſumptuous to the ſight ! 

Ve delicate! who nothing can ſupport, 

Vourſelves moſt inſupportable ! fr whom 

The winter-roſe mutt blow, the ſun put on 

A. brighter beam in Leo ; ſilky- ſoft 
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Fabbonius breathe fill ſofter, or be chid; 


And other worlds ſend odours, fuce, ind ſong, 


And robes, and notions, ſram'd in foreign looms 


O ye Logixzos of our age! who deem 
One moment unamus'd, a miſery 


Not made for feeble man! who call aloud 


For ev'ry bawble drivePd o'er by ſenſe; 

For rattles, and conceits of ey'ry caſt, 

For change of follies, and relays of joy, 

'To drag your parient through the tedious length 


Of a ſhort winter's « ay—fay, , ſages | ſay, 


Wit's oracles ! ſay, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you we ather an terial. night, 


here ſuch expedients fail? 


O treach'rous Corſcience ! while ſhe ſeems to ſleep 
On re and myrile, lull'd with ſyren ſong ; 
While ſhe ſeems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetile the flacken'd rein, 
And give us up to /icence, unrecall'd, 
Unmark'd ;—ſee, from behind her ſecret ſtand, 


The ily informer minutes ev'ry fault, 


And her dread diary with horror fills, 


Not the groſs Act alone employs her pen; 


She reconnoitres Fancy's airy band, 

A watchful foe ! the formidable ſp 5 

Liſt'ning, o'erhears the whitpers of our camp: 

Our d: ning purpoſes of heart explores, 

And ſteals our embryos. of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious ufurers conceal 

Their doomſday- book from all-conſuming heirs ; 

Thus, with indulgence molt ſevere, ihe treats 

Us ſpendthrifts ot ineftimable Time : 

Unnoted, notes each moment mi iſapply'd; 

In leaves more durable than leaves of braſs, 

Writes our whole hiftory ; which Death ſhall read 

In ev'ry pale delinquent's private ear; 

And Fudgment publiſh ; publi.. to more worlds 

T nan this; and endleſs age in groans rclound. 
Loxtxzo, 


20 Tur CoMPyLAINT. Night 2. 
Lozexzo, ſuch that Slecper in thy-breaſt ! 


Such is her flumber; and her vengeance /uch 
For lighted counſe] ; fuch thy future peace! | 
And think'ſt thou Rill thou canit be wie Jas Joon] ? 
But why on Te ſo laviſh is my ſon 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a FREY 
To teach her ſons herſelf. Each night we 1. 
Each morn are born anew : Each day, a life! 
And ſhall we kill each day? If Trifing kills; 
Sure. Vice muit butcher. O what r of ſlain 
Cry ont for vengeance on us! Time deſtroy'd 
Is Saicilæe, where more than Blood is ſpilt. 
Time flies, death urges, knells call, heav'n invites, 
Tleli threatens : All exerts; in effort, all; 
More than creation labours !—labours more? 
And is there in creation, what, amidſt 
This tumult univerſal, wing'd diſpatch, 
And ardent energy, ſupinely vawns ? 
lan ſleeps ; and Man alore ; and Man, whoſe fate, 
Fate irreverſible, entire, extreme, 
Endicis, hair-hung, breeze-{haken, o'er the gulph 
A moment trembles; drops! and Man, for whom 
All elſe is in alarm! Man, the ſole cauſe. 
Of this ſurrounding ſtorm ! and yet he fleeps, 
As the ſtorm rock'd to reſt. Throw Years away? 
Throw Empires, and be blameleſs. Moments ſeize; 
Heav'n's on their wing: A moment we may with, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day it: and 
Bid him drive back his car, and reimport [itzll, 
The period paſt, regive the given hour. 
LORENZO, more than miracles we want ; 
Loxtexzo—O for yeſterdays to come! 
Such is the language of the man awake ; 
His aidor ſuch for what oppreſes thee, 
And is his ardor vain, Lorenzo? Nog 
hat nue fe than miracle the gods indulge ; : 
75 day 1 is Ze/terdny return'd ; return'd 
Full power'd to cancel, expiate, raiſe, adorn, 
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And reinſtate us on the Rock of peace. 
Let it not ſhare its predeceſſor's fate; 


Nor, like its elder ſiſters, die a fool. 


Shall it evaporate in fume? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and ſtain us deeper ſtill? 

Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of heayv'n ? 


Where ſhall I find Him? Angels! tell me where? 


You brow him: He is near you: Point him out: 
Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 

Or trace his footſteps by the riſing flowers ? 
Your golden wings, aum hov'ring o'er him, ſhed 
Protection; now, are waving in applauſe 

To that bleſt ſon of foreſight ! lord of fate! 
That awful independent on Te-zrorroau ! 

Whoſe work is done; who triumphs in the P/; 
Whoſe Teſterdays look backwards with a ſmile; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly 
That common, but opprobrious lot! paſt Fade 


If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, 


If folly bounds our proſpect by the grave, 

All feeling of futurity benumb'd ; 

All god-like paſſion for eternals quench'd; 

All reliſti of realities expir'd; 

Renounc'd all correſpondence with the ſkies; 
Our freedom chain'd ; quite wingleſs our defire 
In ſenſe dark-pr iſon'd all that ought to ſoar ; 
Prone to the centre; crawling in he duſt ; 
Diſmounted ev'ry great and glorious aim; 
Embruted ev'ry faculty divine ; 

Heart-bury'd in the rubbith of the world. 

The world, that gulph of ſouls, immortal ſouls, 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 

To reach the diſtant tkies, and triumph there 


On thrones, which ſhall not mourn their maſters 


chang'd ; 


Though we from Earth ; Ethereal, they that ſell. 


Such veneration due, O man, to man. 


B 2 Who 
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Who venerate themſelves, the world deſpiſe. 
I For what, gay friend! is this efcutcheon*d world, 3 
Thich hangs cut DEATH in one eternal night? A 
A night, that zlooms vs in the noon-tide ray, I 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, 1 in the ſhroud. 4 
Life's g little Rage 1 is a ſmall eminence, 1 
Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, 1 
Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around; 
We read their monuments; ; we ſigh: and while 
We 191, we fink; and are what we deplor'd; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! - 
Is de: at . at diltance ? No : : He has been on thee; 9 
And giv'a fore earneſt of his final blow. 
Tho hours that lately ſmil'd, where are they now? ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghaſtly! drown'd, all drown'd 
In that great deep, which nothing diſembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee ſmall renown. 
Lhe reſt are on the wing: How fleet their flight! 
Already "op the fatal train took fire; : 
A moment, and the world's blown up 7s thee ; —— 
The tun is darkneſs, and the ſtars are duſt. 7 
* | is greatly wile to talk with our paſt hours; 1 
And alk them, what report they Lore to heaven : | 
And how they might have borne more welcome news. 7 
3 anſwers fort m what men Zxperience call; 
f IVifaan's friend, her beſt ; if not, worit 3 3 
8 reconcile them! Kind Prtoriente cries, 
“ There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs; 
& The more our joy, the more we know it vain; 
&« And by ſucceſs are tutor'd to deſpair.” 
Nor 7s it only thus, but ft be fo. 
Who knows not this, tho? grey, is fill a child. 
Looſe then trom earth the graſp of fond delree 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 
Art thou to moor'd thou canſt not diſengage, 
Nor Ae thy thong hts a ply to future ſcenes ? 
Since, by TJ. ſc's pots ng breath, blown up from carth, 
ae as the ſum ner 5 duſt, we take in air 
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That ſolar , ha deu, as it meaſures life, 
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A moment's giddy flight, and fall a gain: 

Join the dull mats, increnſe the tro 1422 ſoil, 
And e Ps till earth hericlf i LO no more; 
Since then (as emmets, their ſinall world gferthro\ 
We, re- amaz' d, from out enrth's runs 8 
And riſe to fate extreme of foul or fair, 

As man's own choice (controuler of the kies 4) 
As man's deſpotic will, periiups 92 hour, 
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(O how omnipotent is time!) decrees; 


Should not each warning give a ſtron ig alarm? 
Warning, far leis than that of baton torn 


From boſom, bleeding O'er the lacred dead ! 


Should not each dal itrike us as we paſs, 


Portentous, as the write wall, which Rrucks 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud AHrian pale, 
Ere- while big h-fluiht, with infoleace, and wine? 
Like Zhats the dial ſpeaks; and points to thee, 
LoxEeNnzo: loth to break thy banquet up: | 
OO man, thy kingdom i is departing from thee ; | 
«© And, while it 8 7 1 is em pri er th. in my ads.” 
Its ſilent language ſuch: Nor need? it don e call Y 
"ty az, to 3 what ic means. | 
Know, like the Median, fate is in 2 Walls: | 
Doſt.aik, How? Whence ? Bel/hazzar-iixe, amas'd? 
Man's make incloſes the ſure Pecs 8 of death; 
Life feeds the murderer: Ingrate he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his n irſe davours, 
But, here, Los ENZ9, the deluſion lies; 


It life reſembles too: Life ſp2:ds away 
From point to point, tho' feen ung > to tand ul. 
The cunning tugitive is fwitt b ite. ch: 
Too ſubtle is the movement to Ke ieen; 
Yet ſoon man's hour is up, and we are 


— 


gone. 
Warnings point out our a. anger ; One, time: 


As theſe are uſe! eſs when dhe ſun is ſet: 
So thoſe, but when more glorious Reaſon ſhines. 
Reaf5n ſhould judge in alf; in reaſon's F., 
. 
8 That 
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Tis later with the wiſe than he's aware: 


Beſt found, ſo ſought ; - to the Recluſe more coy }- 


The Fancy, and unhallow'd Paſſion fires 


As bees uit Nectar draw from fragrant flow'rs, 
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That ſedentary ſnadow travels hard. 
But ſuch our gravitation to the wrong, 
80 prone our hearts to whiſper what we wiſh, 


A Wilmington goes {flower than the ſun: 


And all mankind miſtake their time of day; 3 
Ev'n age itſelf. Freſh hopes are hourly ſown- I 
In furrow'd brows. To gentle life's deſcent : 
We thut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 3 
We take fair days in winter, for the ſpring; 3 
And turn our bleſſings into bane. Since oft 4 
Man mult copute that age he cannot feel, _ 
He ſcarce believes he's older for his years. ; 
Thus, at lite's lateſt eve, we keep in ſtore =, 
One diſappointment ſure, to crown the reſt; 1 


The ditappotntment of a promis'd hour. . 
On This, or ſimilar, PaitLanDer! thou 

Whoſe mind was moral, as the preacher's tongue; $: 
And ſtrong, to wield all ſcience, worth the name ;. 
How often we talk'd down the ſummer's ſun, 
And cooPd our paſſions by the breezy ſtream ! 
How often thaw'd and thorten'd winter's eve, 

By conflict kind, that ſtruck out latent truth, 


Thoughts diſentangle paſſing o'er the lip; 

Clean runs the thread; ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonſenſe ior a ſong ; 

Song, faſhionably fruitleſs ; ſuch as ſtains: 


Chiming her ſaints to Cytherea's fane. 
Know'ſt thou, Loxtenzo! what a friend contains! 2 


So men from FRIENDSHIP, Viſdom and Delight 3 

Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 

Haſt thou no friend to ſet thy mind abroach? _ 

Good Senſe will ſtagnate. Thoughts ſhut up, want 

And ſpoil, like bales unopen'd to the fun. air, 

Had thought been all, ſweet ſpeech had been deny'd ; 
Speech, 
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Speech, thought's canal! HERNE th: Dughe? 5 criterion 
too! 

Thought in the mine, may come forth gold, or droſs; 

When coin'd in words, we know its rea! worth. 

If iteriing, ſtore it for thy future uſe ; 


Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown. 


Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poſſeſt; 


Teaching, we learn; and, giving, we retain 


*Fhe births of alien: when dund, forgot. 


Speech ventilates our intel! ectual fire; 
Speech burniihes our mental magazine; 
Brightens, tor ornament; and whets, for uſe. 
What numbers, theath'd in erudition, lie, 
Pluag'd to the hilts in venerable tomes, 
And ruſted in; who might have borne an a 
And play'd a ſprightly beam, if born to ſpeec 
If born bleſ heirs of half their mother's tongue 
*Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate puſh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks the 1 ſcum, 
And defecates the itudent's funding pool. 
In Contemplation is his proud re- ure ? 
7£ 15 Poor, as proud, by Converſe unſuſtain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplation's field; 
_ Converſe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of dus reſtraint; and e tian's ſpur 
Gives gracetul energy, by rivals aw'd. 
 Fis converſe qualifies ior lolituve 
As exerciſe, for ſalutary reit. 
By that untutor'd, Contemplation raves; 
And Nature's tool, by Wiſdom is undone. 
Wiſdom, though richer than Peruvian runes 
And ſweeter than the ſweet a ubroſial hive, 
What is the, but the means of Happineſs? 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool; 
A. melancholy tool, without her bells. 


» —_ 


Friend hip, the means of wiſdom, richly gives 


The precious end, which makes our wiſdom wiſe. 


Nature, i in zeal for human amity, 
-B} 4 Denies, 


3 THE COMPLAINT. Night 2. 


Denies, or damps, an u2dvided joy. 

Joy is an import; joy is an exchange; 

Joy flies monopoliſts: It calls for Fans 

Rich fruit! heav'n-planted! never pluck d by One: 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 

Lie focial man true relith of himſelf. 

*u}l on ourſelves, deſcending in a line, 
as s bright beam is feeble in delight; 
Delight intenle, is taken by rebound; 
Reverberated pleaſures ſire the brealt. 

Celeſtial IIappineſt, whene'er {he ſtoops 
To viſit t one ſhrine the goddeſs finds, 

And one alone, to make her ſweet ends 

For abient heav'n—the boiom of a friend; 

Where heart meets heart, reciprocally ſolt, 

Zach cther's pillow to repoſe divine. | 

Beware the counterfeit: In Paor's flame 

Hearts meit, but melt like ice, ſoon harder froze. 

55 rue love ſtrikes root in Reaſan; paſſion's foe ; 
irtuè alone entenders us for life : : 

i wrong her much—entenders us for ever: 

"Friendſhip 5 faireſt fruits, the fruit moſt fair 

Js Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And, emuloufly, rapid in ber race. 

O the ſoit enmity ! endearing ſtrife! 

This carries friendthip to her noon-tide point, 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friend/hip, which outlives my former themes, 
Glorious ſurvivor of old Time and Death! 

From Friendihip, thus, that flow'r of heav'nly ſeed, 
The wiſe extract earth's molt Hyblean bliſs, 
Superior witdom, crown'd with imiling joy, 

But for whom bloſſoms this Zly/zan flozwer ? 
Abroad They ſind, who cherith it at Home. 
Lozexnzo! pardon what my love extorts, 

An honeſt love, and not afraid to frown. 
Though choice of follies faſten on the Great, 
None clings more obſtinate, than fancy, fond 
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That ſacred friendſhip is their eaſy prey 


Caught by the wafture of a golden lure, 

Or taſcination of a high-bora ſmile. 

Their ſmiles, the Great, and the Cozuet, 3 out 
For Others hearts, tenacious of chal Ow: 

And we no leſs of ours, when ſuch the ale 

Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 

Can gold gain friendihip ? Impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel migat beget. 

Love, and ve only, 1s che loan for love. 

LoxEN ZO! pride repreſs; nor hope to find 


A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 


All like the purchaſe; tew.the price will pay; 

And this makes friends ſuch miracles below. 
What if (ſince daring on ſo nice a theme) 

I ſhew thee friendthip Delicate, as Dear, 

Ot render violations apt to die? 

Reverſo will wound it; and Diſfruf?, deſtroy. 


Deliberate on all thin: Zs with thy friend. 


But ſince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough, 


Nor ev'ry friend unrotten at the core; 

Firtt, on thy triend, delib'rate with Thyſelf; 

wo iſe, ponder, ſift; not Eager in the choice, 
Nor Jealous of the choſen; Tieing, Fix z 

Judge before friendthip, then contide till death.. 

ell, for thy friend; but nobler tar for Thee; 

Hou gallant danger for earth's higheſt prize! 

A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 

& POor is the friendlets maiter of a world: 

&« A world in purchaſe for a friend is gain.“ 
So jung He (angels hear that angel ling ! 

Angels from friendthip gather half their joy) 

SO fung PHILANDER, 45 Kis iriend went round 

In the rich 7ich9r, in the gen'rous blood 


Of Baccuus, purple god of joyous wit, 


A brow lolute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He 3 long health, and virtue, 0 his fr ad; 


His friend, who warm'd him more, who more intpir'd. 


5 5 frienijhip't. 
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Friendſbip's the wine of life; ; but friendſhip n 

(Not ſuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

O! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, 

And elevating foirie, of a friend, 

For twenty ſummers ripening by my ſide; 

All feculence of falſehood long thrown down; ; 

All ſocial virtues riſing in his ſoul ; 

As cryſtal clear; and ſmiling, as they riſe ! 

Here nectar flows ; it ſparkles in our fight ; 

Rich to the taſte, and genuine from the heart. 

High-flavour'd bliſs for gods! on earth how rare! 
On earth how {oft !—PrailanDER is no more. 
Think'ſt thou the theme intoxicates my ſong ?- 

Am I too warm? Too warm I cannot be. 

Ilov'd him much; but now I love him more. 


Like birds, whoſe beauties languiſh, half-conceal'd, 


Lill, mounted on the wing, their gloſſy plumes 
Expanded ſhine with azure, green, and gold; 
How bleflings brighten as they take their flight L 
Flis Aight Piu1LANDER took; his upward flight, 
it ever foul aſcended. Had! he dropt, 
(That eagle genius!) O had .he let fall 
One feather as he flew; I, then, had wrote, 
What friends might latter; prudent foes torbear ; 
Rivals ſcarce damn; ; and Zoiivs repricve. 
Yet what I can, I muſt: It were protane 
To quench a glory lighted at the ſkics, 
And caſt in ſhadows his illuſtrious 440 
Strange! the theme moſt affecting, moſt ſublime, 
Moimentou« molt to man, ſhould fleep unſung | 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Chriſtian ; to the bluſh of wit. 
Man's higheſt triumph! man's profoundeſt fall! 
The Death-bed of the juit ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a Divine: 
Angels ſhall paint it, angels ever /here ; 
There, on a poſt of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I preſume, then? But Pa1LaxDex bids ; 

5 And 
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And glory tempts, and inclination calls 
Yet am I ſtruck; as {truck the ſoul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetrable gloom; 

| Or, in ſome mighty Ruin's tolemn thade ; 

Or, gazing by pale lamps on %- Duſt, 

| In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings; 

Or, at the midnight Altar's hallow'd flame. 

Is it religion to proceed: J pauſe 
| And enter, aw'd, the tempte of my theme. 

| Js it his death-bed? No: It is his ſhrine: 

F Behold him, there, jult riſing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 

Fly, ye profane! If not, draw near with awe, 

Receive.the bleſſing, and adore the chance, 

That threw in this Betheſda your diſeaſe; 

If unreſtor'd by This, deſpair your cure. 

For, Here, reſiſtleſs demonttration dwells ; 
 Adeath-bed's a detector of the heart. 

Here tir'd difſimulation drops her maſque, 

Through life's grimace, that miſtreſs of the ſcene 

Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. | 

You tee the Man; you 1ee his hold on heav'n; 

If found his virtue; as PHILASDER's, ſound. 
Heav'n waits not the laſt moment; owns her friends 
On this ſide death ; and points them out to men,. 

A lecture, ſilent, but of tov'ireign power! 

To vice, confuſion; and to virtue, peace. 

Wnatever farce the boaſtful hero plays, 
Virtue alone has majeſty in de=th ; 

And greater till, the more the tyrant frowns. . 
PuiLANx DER] be leverely frown'd on thee. 
« No warning giv'n! Unceremonious fate ! 
© A ſudaen ruih from life's meridian joy! 
« A wrench from all we love! from all we are 
„A reitlels bed of pain! a plunge opaque 
% Beyond conjecture! feeble. Nature's dread ! 
B 6 „Strong 
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Strong Reaßn's ſhudder at the dark unknown! 
„A ſun extinguiſht]! a juſt opening grave! 

«© And Oh! the laſt, laſt, what? (ca an words expreſs? 
„Thought reach it?) the laſt— Silence of a friend!“ 
Where are thoſe horrors, that amazement, where, 
This hideous group of ills, which ing hock, 
Demand from man ?—I thought him man till now, 

Thro' nature's wreck, thro vanquiſh'd agonies, 

(Like the ſtars ſtruggling through this midnight 

gloom) peace“ 

What gleams of joy? what more than human 

Where, the frail mortal? the poor abje& worm? 

No, not in death, the Mertal to be found. 

His conduct is a legacy for All. 

Richer than Ane s for his ſingle heir. 

His comforters he comforts : Croat 1 in ruin, 

With unreluctant grandeur, gives, not yields 

His ſoul ſublime; and cloſes with his fate. 

How our hearts burnt within us at the ſcene! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits ſix'd to ma! 
His God ſuſtains him in his final hour! 

His final hour brings glory to his God! 
Man's glory heav'n ; vouchſafes to call her own. 
V/e gaze, we weep; mixt tears of grief an Ley} * 
Amazement firikes ! devotion burits to flame 
Chriſtiaus Adore ! and [nfdels Believe. 

As tome tall. tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow, 
Detains the ſun, IIluſtrious from its heiglit; 
While riſing vapours, and deſcending Rades, 
With damps, and darkneſs, drown the (pacious vale; 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by deſpair, 
PHILANDER, thus, auguitly rears his head, 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror ſheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng : 
Sweet Peace, and hcav nf Hope, and humble , 
Dieinely beam on his exalted foul ; 
Deitruction gild, and crown hin Goa the ſkies, 
With incommunicable luitre, bright. 
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NIGHT the THIRD. 
N AR IS S A; 


TO HER GRACE 


The Ducatss of P 


Ignoſcenda quidem, ſcirent fi ignoſcere manes. VIR G. 


— 


ROM Dreams, where thought i in fancy” s maze 
runs mad, 

To Reaſon, that heav'n- lighted lamp i in man, 
Ouce more I wake; and at the deſtin'd hour, 
Punctual as lovers to the moment ſworn, 
I keep ny ailignauon with my Woe. 

O! Loit to virtue, loſt to manly thought, 
Lott to the noble iallies of the foul ! 
Who think i ſolitude, to be Alone. 
Commnunion tweet ! communion large and hi 
Our Reaſon, Guardian- Angel, and our God! 
Then vearelt i acie, when Others moſt remote 
And Ail, cre long, {hall be remote, but Theſe. 
How dreadtul, Then, LO meet them all alone, 
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A ſtranger! unacknowledg'd ! unapprov'd! 

Now woo them; wed them; bind them to thy breaſt; 

To win thy with, creation has no more. - 

Or if we with a fourth, it is a Friend 

But friends, how mortal! dang'rous the deſire. 
Take P̃orxzus to yourſelves, ye baſking bards! 

Inebriate at fair fortune's fountain-head ; 

And reeling through the wilderneſs of joy; : 

Where Senſe runs javage, broke from Reaſor's chain, 

And fings falſe peace, till ſmother'd by the pall. 

My fortune is unlike ; unlike my ſong ; 

Unlike the deity my ſong invokes. 

I to Day's ſoft-ey'd ſiſter pay my court, 

(EnDymion's rival!) and her aid implore 

Now firſt implor'd in ſuccour to the Muſe. 

Thou, who didſt lately borrow CYVTHII's form. 

And modeſtly forego thine Own! O Thou, 5 

Who didſt thyſelf, at midnight hours, infpire ! 


Say, why not CyNnTa1a patroneſs of ſong? 


As Thou her creſcent, ſhe thy character 

Aſſumes; ſtill more a goddeſs by the change. 
Are there demurring wits, who dare diſpute 

This revolution in the world bird? 

Ye train Pierian] to the Lunar ſphere, 


In ſilent hour, addreſs your ardent call 


For aid immortal; leſs her brother's right. 

She, with. the ſpheres harmonious, nightly leads- 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchleſs ſtrain, 
A ſtrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tranſmit it heard, thou ſilver queen of heaven! 


What title, or what name, ende ars thee moſt? 


CyNnTHia T CyYLLENE! PnoEBEBI—0or doſt hear 
With higher guſt, fair P 5 of the ſkies ! 

Is chat the ſoft inchantment calls thee down, 
More pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 


Come; but from heav'nly banquets with thee bring 


7 Ab the: Luke of NOKRF@OLK's maſquerade. | | 
| | The 
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If, like thy Nameſake, thou art ever kind. 


A theme ſo like thee, a quite /uzar theme, 


Twas Night: on her fond hopes perpetual night; 


And make diitreſs, diitracion. Ol PrhilLanDER4 


Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace, 
Not lets a bird of omen, than of prey. 


And Youug as beautiful! and Soft as young! 
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The ſoul of ſong, and whiſper in my ear 

The theft divine: or in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are Thine) transfuſe it thro” the breaſt 
Ot thy firſt votary But not thy laſt : 


And kind thou wilt be: kind on ſuch a theme: 


Soft, modeſt, melancholy, female, fair! 
A theme that roſe all pale, and told my ſoul, 


A night which ſtruck a damp, a deadlier damp, 
Than that which ſmote me from PaiLaxDER's tomb. 
Nakrcissa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 

Woes clulter ; rare are /o{:tary woes; | 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ſtarted from my lids for Him: 
Seizes the faithlcts, alienated tear, 

Or thares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, 
Sorrow he more than cauſes, he confounds; 

For human ſigns his rival-ſtrokes contend, 


What was thy tate ? A double fate to me; 
Portent, and pain! a menace, and a blow! 


It call'd Nazxcissa long before her hour; 

It call'd her tender ſoul, by break of bliis, 

From the firii bloſſom, from the buds of joy; 

"Th ſe 1cw our noxious fate unblaſted leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 
Sweet harmoniſt! and Beautiful as ſweet ! 


And Gay as 1ofc ! and Innocent as gay! 
And Happy (it aught Happy. here) as good! 
For fortune fond had built her neſt on high. 5 
Like birds quite exquiſite of note and plume, 9 
Transhxt by fate (who loves a loity mark) = | 
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How from the ſummit of the grove ſhe fell, 


And left it unharmomous ! All its charms 


Extinguiſh'd in the wonders of her ſong! 


Her fe ag till vibrates in my raviſh'd ear, 


Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 


(O to torget her !) thrilling through my heart ! 
Song, Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy! this 
group 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradiſe, 
As yet unforfeit! in one blaze we bind, 
Knee), and preſent it to the ſkies; as All 
We guefs of heav'n: And theſe were all her own. 


And the was mine; and I was—avas {—moit bleſt 


Gay title of the deepeſt miſery !. 

As bodies grow more pond'rous, robb'd of life ; 
Good loſt weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 
Like blolſom'd trees o'erturn'd by vernal ſtorm, 


Lovely in death the beanteous ruin lay; 


And if in death ſtill lovely, lovelier There; 
Far lovelier! pity ſwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ſevere excuſe a ſigh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is aſham'd to weep ;. 
Our tears zudulg'd indeed deſerve our ſhame. 
Ye that e'er loit an angel! pity me. 

Soon as tne Juitre languith” d in her eye, 
Dawning a dimmer day on human light; 
And on her cheek, the refidence of ſpring, 


Pale omen ſat ; and fcatier'd fears around 


On all that ſaw (and who would ceaſe to gaze, 
That once had ſeen ?) with haſte, parental haſte, 
I flew, I ſnatch*d her from the rigid north, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, 
And bore her nearer to the ſun; the ſun _ 
(As if the ſun could envy.) check'd his beam,. 
Deny'd his wonted ſuccour, nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Ot lilies ; faire lilies, not ſo fair! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 


Who 


| 
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Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroſial lives; 
In morn and ev'ning dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the ſun; which gives your cheeks to glow, 
And out- bluſh 2 excepted) ev'ry fair; 
You elather grew, ambitious of her hand, 
\ hich often cropt your odours, incenſe meet 
To thought fo pure! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Cocyal race with man! ſor man you ſmile; 
Why nor ſmile at him too? You thare indeed 
His tudden pats ; but not his conſtant pain. | 
So man is made, nought miniſters delight, 
By what his glowing pa Alions can engage ; 
And glowing - paſſions, bent on aught below, 
Muſt, toon or late, with auguiſh turn the ſcale ; 
And anguith, atter rapture, how tevere ! 
Rapture? Bold man! who teinpts the wrath divine, 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taite, | 
While here, preſuming on the rights of heav'n | 
For tranſport doſt thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Loxztxzo ? At thy friend's expence be wile z 
Lean not on earth: *twill pierce thee to the heart: 
A broken reed, at beſt : but, oft, a ſpear: 
Om its tharp point peace bleeds, and hope expires. 
Turn, hopeleſsthought! turn from her :—Thought 
Reſenting rallies, and wakes ev'ry woe. [Drepell'd 
Snatch'd ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour!“ 
And when kind fortune, with thy lover, ſmil'd! 
And when high flavour'd thy freſh op'ning joys! 
And when blind man pronounc'd thy bliſs complete! 
| And on a foreign thore ; where ſtrangers wept ! 
f Strangers to Thee; and, more ſurpriting till, 
1 Strangers to Kindneſs, wept : Their eyes let all 
Inhuman tears; ſtrange tears! that trickled down 
| From marble hearts! obdurate tenderneſs ! 
3 A tendernets that call'd them more ſevere z 
| In ipite of nature's ſoft perſuaſion, Reel'd; 
Wnile zature melted, ſuper/tition rav'd; 
That mourn'd the dead; and t/1s deny'd A or ave. 
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Their ſighs incens'd; ſighs foreign to the will! 
Their will the Heger ſuck'd, , outrag'd the ſtorm. 
For Oh! the curſt ungodlineſs of zeal { 

While /inful fe/h relented, ſpirit nurſt 

In blind i7/allibi/ity's embrace, 

The fainted ſpirit petrify'd the breaſt ; 

Deny'd the charity of duſt, to fpread 

Oer duſt! a charity their dogs enjoy. 

What could I do? What ſuccour ? g What reſource? 
With pious ſacrilege, a grave I ſtole; 


With impious piety, that grave IL wrong'd ;. 


Short in my duty ; coward in my griet ! 

More like her murderer, than friend, I crept,. 
With ſoft ſuſpended ſtep, and muffled deep 

In midnight darkneſs, whz/per'd my laſt ſigh. 

I wvhiſper'd what ſhould echo thro? their realm; 
Nor writ her name, whoſe tomb ſhould pierce the ſkies. 
Freſumptuous fear! How durſt I dread her foes, 
While nature's loudeſt dictates I obey*'d 2- 
Pardon neceſſity, bleſt ſhade! Of grief 

And indignation rival burſts I pour'd ;. 

Half execration mingled with my prayer; 
Kindled at man, while I his God ador'd; 

Sore grudg'd-the ſavage land her facred duſt; 


Stampt the curſt foil.; and with humanity 


(Deny'd Naxciss4) wilbt them all a grave. 
Glows my reſentment into guilt? What * 

Can equal violations of the dead? | 

The dead how ſacred * Sacred is the duſt 

Of this heav*n-labour'd form, ere, divine? 

This heav'n- aſſum'd majeſtic robe of earth, 

He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaſt expanſe 

With azure bright,.and cloth'd.the ſan in gold. 

When ev'ry Paſſzon ſleeps that can offend ; 

When ſtrikes us ev'ry motive that can melt ; ; 

When man can wreak his rancour uncontroul' d, 

That ſtrongeſt curb on inſult and ill-will; 

Then, ſpleen to duſt? the. duſt of innocence ? 15 
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An angel's dui? — This Zucifer tranſcends; 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
: I'was not che {trite of malice, bat of pride 
Pie ſtrife of pontiff pride, not pontiſf wall. 

Far leſs than This is thocking in a race 
Moſt wretched, but from itreams of mutual love; 
And uncreated, but for love divine; 
And, but for love divine, this moment, Ji, 


By fate reſorb'd, and junk in endlets night. 


Man hard of heart to man | Of horrid things 


Moſt horrid ! ?Mid ſtupendous, highly ſtrange! 


Yet oft his courteſies are ſmoother wrongs 3 
Pride brandithes the favours He conters, 
And contumelious his humanity : | 


33 


What then his vengeance? Hear it not, ye ſtars! 


And thou, pale moon! turn palcr at the ſound; 


Man is to man the ſoreſt, ſureſt ill. 
A previous blalt foretells the riſing ſtorm; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 


Volcano's bellow ere they diſembogue; 


Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And ſmoke betrays the wide-contuming fire : 
Ruin from man is moſt conceal'd when near, 
And ſends the. dreadtul tidings in the blow. 

Is this the flight of fancy? Would it were! 
Heav'n's Sovereign ſaves all beings, but himſelf, 


That hideous fight, a zaked human heart. 


Fir'd is the muſe ? And let the muſe be fir'd : 


Who not inflam'd, when what he ſpeaks, he feels, 


And in the nerve molt tender, in his friends? 
Shame to mankind ! PnILAN DER had his foes: 
He. felt the truths I ſing, and I in Him. 

But He, not I, feel more: Paſt ills, Narcissa! 


Are ſunk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart! 


Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 


Pangs num'rous, as the num'rous ills that ſwarm'd 
O'er thy diſtinguiſh'd fate, and, cluſt'ring There 


Made 
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Thick as the locuſts on the land of Nile, 
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Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my touching tale) 

How was each ecifcumſtance with aſpics arm'd ? 
An aſpic, Each! and All, an Hara woe: 

What ttrong Herculean virtue could ſuffice !—— 
Or is it virtue tobe conquer 'd Here? 

This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews 

And each tear mourns its own din diſtreſs : 


And each diſtreſs, diſtinctly mourn'd, demands 


Of grief ſtill more, as heighten'd by the whole. 
A 85 ef like 7475 proprictors excludes : 
Not friends alone ſuch obſequies deplore 
They make Mankind the mourner ; carry ſighs 
Far as the fatal Fame can wing her way; 
And turn the gayeſt thought of gayeſt age, 
Down their right channel, through the vale of death. 
The vale of death! that huſht Cimmerian vale, 
Where darkneſs, brooding o'er unfiniſht fates, 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day!) that interdicts all future change! 
That ſubterranean world, that land of ruin! 


Fit walk, LoREN Zo, for proud human thought! 


There let my thought expatiate, and explore 

Balſamic truths, and healing ſenuments, 

Of all moſt wanted, and moit welcome here. 

For gay Loxtnzo's fake, and for thy own, 

My ſoul! „The fruits of dying friends ſurvey ; 

& Expoſe the vain of life; weigh life and death; 

« Give death his eulogy ; thy fear ſubdue z 

« And labour that firit oalm of noble minds, 

64 2 manly icorn of error from the tomb.“ 
This harveſt reap from thy Nageissa's graves 

As poets feign'd from Ajax' ſtreaming blood 

Aroſe with grief inſcrib'd, a mournful flow'r 

Let witdom bloſſom from my mortal wound. 

And i, of dying friends; what fruit from theſe ? 

It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 


To chaſe our thoughtleſſn-fr, fear, pride, and gullt. 
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Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud, 
To damp our brainleſs ardors ; and abate 


That glare of life, which often blinds the wiſe. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to ſmooth 
'Our rugged pais to death; to break thoſe bars 


Of terror, and abliorrence: natnre throws 

Croſs our obſtructed way; and, thus to make 
Welcome, as ſafe, our port from ev'ry ſtorm. 
Fach friend by tate ſnatch'd from us, is a plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human vanity, 

Which makes us ſtoop from our aerial heights 
And, dampt with omen of our own decealc, 

On drooping pinions of ambition lower'd, 

Juſt {kim earth's ſurface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid earth to ſcratch a little duſt, 

And fave the world a nviſance. Smitten friends 


Are angels ſent on errands full of love; 


For us they languiſh, and for us they die x : 

And ſhall they languiſh, fhall they die, i in vain? 
Ungrateful, thall we grieve their hov'ring ſhades, 
Which wait the revolution in our hearts? 

Shall we ditdain their filent, ſoft addreſs; 


Their poſthumous advice, and pious pray'r? 


Zenſeleſs, as herds that graze their hallow'd graves, 


Tread under foot their agonies and groans; 
Fruſtrate their anguiſh, and deſtroy their deaths! 1 
LoxENZzO! no; "the thought (f death indulge ; 

Give it its wholeſome empire! let it reign, 
That kind chaitiſer of thy foul in joy! 

Its reign will ſpread thy glorious conqueſts far, 
And ſtill the tumults of thy ruffled breatt : 
Auſpicious ZErai golden days, begin! 

The thought of death thall, like a god, inſpire. 
And w hy not think on death? Is life the theme 
Ot ev'ry thought ? and with of ev'ry hour? 
And ſong of ev'ry joy? Surpriſing truth! 
The beaten ſpanicl's fondneis not fo ſtrange. 
To wave the num'rous % that ſeize on lite 
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As their own property, their lawful prey; 


Ere man has meaſur'd half his weary ſtage, 


His luxuries have left him no reſerve, 

No maiden reliſhes, unbroacht delights ; 

On cold ſerv'd repetitions he ſubſiſts, 

And in the taſteleſs preſent chews the paſt; 

Diſguſted: chews, and fcarce can ſwallow down. 

Like laviſh anceſtors, his earlier years 

Have diſinherited his future hours, 

Which ſtar ve on arts, and 1 their former field. 
Live ever here, Lox ENZO !—ſnocking thought! 

So ſhocking, they who wiſh, diſown it too; 

Diſown from ſhame, what they from folly crave. 

Live ever in the womb, nor ſee the light? 

For what live ever here — With lab'ring ſtep 

To tread our former footſteps ? Pace the round 

Eternal * To climb life's worn, heavy wheel, 

Which draws up nothing new? To beat, and beat 

The beaten track? To bid each wretched day 

The former mock ? To ſurfeit on the ſame, 

And yawn our joys ? Or thank a miſery 


For change, tho' fad ? To ſee what we have ſeen? 


Hear, till unheard, the ſame old ſlabber'd tale? 
To taſte the taſted, and at each return | 


Leſs taſteful ? O'er our palates.to decant 


Another vintage? Strain a flatter year, 


Thro' loaded veſſels, and a laxer tone? 


Crazy machines, to grind earth's waſted fruits! 

Ill-ground, and worſe concocted! Load, not life! 

The ratzo:ef tout kennels of exceſs ! 

Still-ſtreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch ! 

Trembling each gulp, leſt death fhould ſnatch the bowl. 

Such of our fire ones is the with refin'd ! 

So would they have it: Elegant deſire ! 

Why not invite the bellowing ſtalls, and wilds? 

But luch examples might their riot awe. 

'Tirc? want of virtue, that is, want of thought, 

(Tho! on bright thought they father all their flights) 
To 
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To what are they en 4 To love, and hate, 
The ſame vain world; to cenſure, and eſpouſe, 
This painted ſhrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day; to flatter ba 
Thro' dread of worie;; to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren, 79 them, of good, and*tharp with 11s, 
And howly blacken'd with- impending ſtorms, 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their t11umphs ! ſuch their pangs of joy! 

*Tis time, high time, to ſhift this diſmal ſcene. - 
This rg d, this hideous Nate, what art can cure? 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; 
VigeTvt—the, wonder-working: goddeſs ! charms 
That rot to bloom; and tames the painted ſhrew ; 
And what wil! more ſurpriſe, Loxtxzo! gives 
To life's {ick, nauſeous iteration, change; ; 
And ſtraitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'it thou this, LoxEN ZO? lend an ear, 
A patient ear, thou'lt bluſh to diſbelieve. 

A languid, leaden, iteration reigns, 
And ever mult, o'er thoſe, whoſe joys are joys 
Ot ſight, ſmell, taſte : The cuckow-ſcaſons ſing 
The 1;me dull note to ſuch as nothing prize, 
But what thoſe ſeaſons, from the teeming earth, 
To doating e indulge. But nobler minds, 
Which relith fruits unripen'd by then, 
Make their days various; various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in is rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence poſſeſt, 
On lighten'd minds, that baſk in virtue's beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing od revolves 
In that, for which they long ; tor which they live. 
Their glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope, 
F ach rit ng morning lees ſtill higher riſe ; 
Each bounteous dawn its novelty preſents 
To worth maturing, eo ſtrength, luſtre, fame; 
While nature's circle, like a chariot-wheel 

3 | Rolling 
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Rollin g beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair proſpect fairer ev'ry hour; 
Advancing virtue, in a Line of Ziſs ; 

Firtue, v which Chriſtian motives beſt inſpire ! 


And 6lifs, which Chriſtian ſchemes alone enſure ! 


And ſhall we then, for virtue's ſake, commence 


Apoſtates? And turn infidels ſor joy? 


A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truſt, 


« He fins agaivit / life, who flights the ext. 
What is this life? How few their fav'rite know! 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace, 

By puſſionately loving life, we make 

Lov'd lite unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to Time Eternity's regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our paſſage for our port. 
Life has no value as an end, but means ; 

An end deplorable! a means divine! 

When 'tis our all, *tis nothing; worſe than nought; 
A neſt of pains : when held as nothing, much: 
Like ſome fair hum riſts, life is moſt enjoy'd, 
When courted leaſt; moſt worth, when diſeſteem' d; 
Then 'tis the ſeat of comfort, rich in peace; 

In proſpect richer far; important! awful! 


Not to be mention'd, but with ſhouts of praiſe 1 


Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy! 
The mighty baſis of eternal bliſs ! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted ſhrew ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! life's eternal round? 
Have I not made my triple promiſe good? 
Vain j the world; but only to the vain. 

To what compare we then this varying ſcene, 
Whote worth ambiguous riſes, and declines ? 
Wuxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 
Afiilts me here) compare it to the moon; 
Dark in herſelf, and indigent; but rich 

In b5rrow?d luſtre from a higher r ſphere. 
When groſs guilt interpoſes, lab'ring earth, 
O*crihadow'd, mourns a deep eclipſe of joy; 
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Fler joys, at brighteſt, pallid, to that font 

Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 
Nor is that glory diſtant : Oh Lortxzo! 

A good man, and an angel! theſe between 
How thin the barrier! What divides their fate? 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year 
Or, if an age, it is a moment {till ; 

A moment, or eternity's forgot. 

Then be, what once they were, who now are gods 
Be what PriLanDer was, and claim the ſkies. 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy paſs? 

The /t tranfition call it; and be chear'd : 

Such it is often, and why not to Thee? 

To hope the beſt, is pious, brave, and wiſe; 
And may itſelf procure what it preſumes. 

Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. 

cc Strange Competition 1? "True, LORENZO! ſtrange l 
S0 little Lie can caſt into the ſcale. 

L iſe makes the ſoul dependent on the duſt; _ 
Death gives her wings to mount above the ſpheres. 
Thro' ehinks, ſtyl'd organs, dim Iiſè peeps at light; 
Death burits th* involving cloud, and all is day; 
All eye, all ear, the diſembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature ſhall not feel; 
Life, ills ſubſtantial, wi/YJom cannot ſhun. 
Is not the mighty mind, that ſon of heaven! 
By tyrant Ji% dethron'd, impriſon'd, pain'd ! 
By death enlarg*d, ennobled, deity'd ? 
Death but intombs the body; 4% the ſoul. 
&« Is death then guiltleſs ? How he marks his way 
& With dreadful waſte of what deſerves to ſhine! 
Art, genius, fortune, elevated power! 
„ With various luſtres e light up the world, 
% Which death puts out, and darkens human race.” 
I grant, Lorenzo! this indictment juſt: 
The ſage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror | 
Death humbles theſe ; more barb'rous /z/e, the nan. 
. Lift 
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Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay; 
Death, of the ſpirit infinite! divine! 
Death has no dread but what frail /ife imparts ; 
Nor /ife true joy, but what kind death improves. 
Jo bliſs bas / to boaſt, till death can give 
Far greater; /i/e's a debtor to the grave, 
Dark lattice! letting in eternal day. _ 
LORENZO! bluſh at fondneſs for a life, 
hich ſends celeſtial ſouls on errands vile, 
To cater for the ſenſe ; and ſerve at boards, 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Fach reptile, juſtly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feaſt! a ſoul, a ſoul immortal, 
In all the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Log EN zol bluth at error for a death, 
Which gives thee to repoſe in feſtive bowers, 
Where nectars ſparkle, angels miniſter, 
And more than angels ſhare, and raiſe, and crown, 
And eternize the birth, bloom, burſts of bliſs. 
What need I more? O death, the palm is thine, 
Then welcome, death! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Ape, and diſeaſe; diſeaſe, though long my guelt; 
That plucks my nerves, thoſe tender irings of life; 
Which, pluckt a little more, will toll the bell, 
That calls my few friends to my funeral; 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
While reaſon and religion, better taught, 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Death is victory ; 
It binds in chains the raging ills of life: 
Luſ and ambition, wrath and avarice, 
Dragg'd at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corroſive, cares importunate, 
Are not immortal too, O death! is thine. 
Our day of diſſolution name it right; 
Tis our great pay-day; 'tis our harveſt, rich 
And ripe : What though the fickle, ſometimes keen; 
_ Juſt fears us as we reap the golden grain? I 
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More than thy balm, O Galen! heals the wound. 
Birth's feeble cry, and death's deep diſmal groan, 
Are ſlender tributes low-taxt nature pays 

For mighty gain: The gain of each, a life! 


But O! the laſt the former 1o tranſcends, 


Liſe dies, compar*d ; Life lives beyond the grave. 
And feel I, death ! no joy from thought of thee ! 
Death, the great counſellor, who man inſpires _ 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 


Death, the deliverer, who reſcues man! 


Death, the rewarder, who the reſcu'd crowns! 


Death, that abſolves my birth; a curſe without it! 


Rich death, that realizes all my cares, 
Tolls, virtues, hopes; without it a chimera ! 


Death, of all pain the period, not of joy; 


Joy's ſource, and ſubject, ſtill ſubſiſt unhurt; 


One, in my ſoul; and one, in her great Sire; ; 


Though the four winds were warring for my duſt. 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night, 
Though priſon'd there, my duſt too I reclaim, 

(To duſt when drop proud nature's proudeſt lphercs) 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life: 
Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life; 

Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would with co die. 
Death wounds to cure: we fall; we riſe ; we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters ; faſten in the tkies ; 

Where blooming Eden withers in our ſight : 

Death gives us more than was in Eden loſt. 

This king of terrors is the prince of * 

When ſhall | die to vanity, pain, death ? 


When ſhall 1 di: — When {hall I live for ever ? 


xe NIGHT 


IGHT the FOURTH. 
1 


CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 


2 


COR TAINILN ST 


Our only Cure for the FEAR of DEATH; 


AND 


Proper SENTIMENTS of HEART on that 


ipeſtimable Bleſſing. 


To the Hon®* Mr. Y ORK E. 


Much indebted muſe, O VoxkE! intrudes. 
Amid the ſmiles of fortune, and of youth, 
'Thine ear is patient of a ſerious ſong. 
How deep implanted in the mind of man 
Tee dread of death! I fing its ſov'reign cure. 
Why ſtart at death? Where is he? Death arriv'd, 
Is paſt; not come, or gone, he's never here. 
Ere hope, ſenſation fails; biack-boding man 
Receives, not ſuffers, death's tremendous blow. 
The knell, the ſhroud, the mattock, and the grave; 
The deep damp vault, the darkneſs, and the worm; 
Theſe are the bugbears of a winter's eve, 
The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Jinaginatiou's fool, and n retch, 
Man makes a death, which nature never made; 


Then 
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Then on the point of his own fancy falls; 
And feels a thouſand deaths, in fearing one. 
But were death frightful, what has age to fear) 
If pradent, age ſhould meet the fr jendly foe, 
And thelter in his hofpitable gloom. | 
E ſcarce can me et a monument, but holds 
My younger; ev'ry date cries -“ Come away.“ 


And what recalls me? Look the world around, 


And tell me what: The wiſeſt cannot tell. 
Should any born of woman give his thought 
Full range, on juſt ite's anbounded geld; 
Ot things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws; 
Flaws in the %%; the many, flaw all o'er; 


As teopards, ſpotted, or, as Ethiops, dark; 


Vivacious z/{ good dying immature z 
(How immature, Nazc1ss4's marble tells! 


And at his death bequeathing endleſs pain ; 


His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight, 
And ſpend itſelf in ſighs, for future {cenes. 
But grant to life (and jult it is to grant 


To lucky life) ſome perquiſites of joy; 


A time there 1s, when, like a thrice-told tale, 

Long-ritled life of ſweet can yield no more, 

But trom our comment on the comedy, 

Pleaſing refedtons on parts well-ſultain'd, 

Or purp»s'd emendations where we fail'd, 

Or hopes of plaudits from our candid Jo Joe, 

When, on their exit, ſouls are bid unrove, 

Toſs fortune back her tinſel, and her pluine, 

And drop this maik of fleh behind the ſcene. 
With me, that time is come; my world is dead; 

A new world riſes, and new manners reign: 

Foreign comedians, a ipruce band! arrive, 

To puſh me from the ſcene, or hiſs me there, 

What a pert race ſtarts up! the rangers gaze, 

And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown; 


Nor that the work: Ah me! the dire effect 


Of. loit ring here, of death defrauded long; 
. OF 
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Of old ſo gracious (and let that ſuffice), 
My very maſter knows me not. 
Shall dare fay, peculiar is the fate? 
I've been ſo long remember'd, I'm forgot. 
An object ever preſſing dims the ſight, 
And hides behind its ardor to be ſeen. 
When in his courtiers ears J pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the nectar of the great; | 
And ſqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow, 
Refuſal! canſt thou wear a ſmoother form? 
ndulge me, nor concetve I drop my theme: 
Wa: 3 CLCapens life, abates the Fear of Death: 
Twice told the period ſpent on ſtubborn Tr on 
Court favour, yet untaken, I beſiege; 
Ambition's I-judg'd effort to be rich. 
Alas! ambition makes my little leſs ; 
Embitt'ring the poſſeſs'd: Why with for more? 


_ /77/king, of all employments, is the work ;. 


Philoſophy's reverſe ; and health's decay ! 


Were I as plump as Rall'd theology, 


Fiſhing would waſte me to this ſhade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South-Sea dream, 


| ad ning 1 1s an expedient to be poor. 


7/i/hing, that conſtant Hectic of a fool; 
Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer air, 
And ſimpler diet; gifts of rural life! 

Bleſt be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at reſt, beneath this humble ſhed. 
The world's a ſtately bark, on dang'rous ſeas, 
With pleaſure ſeen, but boarded at our peril; 
Here, on a ſingle plank, thrown ſafe aſhore, 

] hear the tumult of the diſtant throng, 

As that of ſeas remote, or dying ſtorms : 
And meditate on ſcenes, more filent ſtill ; 
Purſue my theme, and fight the Fear of Death. 
Fere, like a thepherd gazing from his hut, 

_ Touching his reed, or leaning on his af, 
Eager amb:ti51's fiery chace I fee ; j 


1 ſee 


Some avocation deeming it 
Unbit by rage canine of dying rich; 
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I ſee the circling hunt, of noiſy men, 

Burl law's incloſure, leap the mounds of right, 

Purſuing, and purtu'd, each other's prey; 

As wolves, for rapine; ; as the fox, lor wiles; 

Till Death, that mig! ty hunter, earths then all, 
Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 

What though we wade in wealth, or ſoar ia fame? 

Earth's higheſt {tation ends in,“ Here he lies:“ 

And “ duſt to duſt” concludes her noblelt 10ag. 

If this ſong lives, poiterity thall know 

One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred, 

Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too NE ; 

Nor on his ſubtle death-bed plann'd his fche!: 

For future vacancies in church or ſtate; 

to dic, 


Guilt's Mer? and the loudeſt laugh of hell. 
O my coevals ! remnants of yourſelves ! ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave! 


Shall we, ſhall aged men, like aged trees, 


Strike deeper their vile root, and cloſer cling, 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched ſoil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands, be fill ſtreteh'd out, 
Trembling, at once, with eagerneſs and age? 
With av'rice, and convultions, graſping hard ? 
Graſping at air! for what has earth betide ? 
Man wants but little; nor that little, long; 
How ſoon muſt he reſign his very dult, 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour! 
Years unexpericnc'd ruſh on num'rous 11s; 
And ſoon as man, expert from time, has found 
The #ey of life, it bes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years | backward look, 
And mils ſuch numbers, numbers too of iuch, 


Firmer in health, and greener in their age, 
And ſtricter on their guard, and fitter far 


To play life's ſubtle game, 1 ſcarce believe 
L ſtill ſurvive: And am I fond of lite, | 
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Who ſcarce can think it poſſible, I live? 
Alive by miracle! or, what is next, 

Alive by Map! if I am till alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmneſs of nerve, and energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more ſhallow, than impure, 


And vapid ; Senſe and Reaſon ſhew the door, 


Call for my bier, and point me to the duſt. 

O thou great arbiter of life and death! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial ſun! 
Wiole ail-prohific beam late call'd me forth 
Trom darkneſs, teeming darkneſs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
the dult I tread on, high to bear my brow, 
To drink the ſpirit of the golden day, 
And triumph in exiſtence ; and could know 


No motive, but my bliſs ; and haſt ordain'd 


A riſe in bleſſing! with the Patriarch's joy, 
Thy call I follow to the land unknown ; 
I truſt in thee, and know in whom | truſt ; 


Or life, or death, is equal; neither weighs: 


All weight in this O let me live to thee ! 

Though nature's terrors, thus, may be repreſt; 
Still trowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant's ſpear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me! too long 1 ſet at nought the ſwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And ſmil'd, unſmitten: Small my cauſe to fmile ! 
Deatl's admonitions, like ſhafts upwards ſhot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 


I hey ſtrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound; 


O think how deep, Lorenzo! here it ſtings: 
Who can appeaſe its anguiſh ? How it burns! 
What hand the barb'd, invenom'd, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? 
And turn my ſight undaunted on the tomb? 
With joy, —with grief, that healing hand I tee 
Ah! too conſpicuous! it is fix'd on high. | K 
| 1 
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On high 2—What means my phrenſy? I blaſpheme; 
Alas! how hu! how far beneath the Kies! 

The ſkies it form'd; and now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm [ want—yet ſtill it bleeds ; 
Draw the dire ſteel—ah no! the dreadful bleſſing 


What heart or can ſuſtain, or dares forego ? 


There hangs all human hope; that nail ſupports 


The falling univerſe : That gone, we drop; 


Horror receives us, and the diſmal with 
Creation had been ſmother'd in her birth— 


Darkneſs his curtain, and his bed the duſt; 


When ſtars and ſun are duſt beneath his throne ! 
In heav'n itſelf can ſuch indulgence dwell ? 


O hat a groan was there! A. groan 79t His. 


He ſeiz'd our dreadful right; the load ſutt. ind ; 
And heav'd the mountain from a guilty world. 


A thouſand worlds, / bought, were bought too dear; 3 


Senſations zew in angels boſoms riſe; 
Suſpend their ſong; and make a pauſe in bliſs. 
O for Heir ſong ; to reach my lofty theme! 


_ Inſpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful ipheres ; 


Whilſt I with ſeraf/h, ſhare ſeraphie themes, 
And ſhew to men the dignity of man; 
Leit I blaſpheme my ſubject with my ſong 
Shall pagan pages glow celeſtial lame, | 

And chriſtian languith ? On our hearts, not heads, 
Falls the foul infamy: My heart! awake. 
What can awake thee. unawak?d by Zhzr, 
% Expended deity on human weal ?” 
Feel the great truths, which burſt the tenfold night 
Of Heathen error, with a golden flood 
Of endleſs day: To ſcel, is to be fir'd; 
And to believe, Loxexzo! is to feel. 

Thou moſt indulgent, moit tremendous Pow?r ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love! 

hat arms, with awe more awful, thy commands; 
Ard toul tranſgrefiion dips 1 in ſev'nfold night; 


How our hearts tremble at thy love immenſe! 


G 


= 


» 


58 THE COMPLAINT. Night 4. 


In love immenſe, inviolably juſt! 
Thou, rather than thy 75 2 ſhould be ſtain'd, 
Didit ſtain the Creſi; and work of wonders lar 
The greateſt, that thy deareſt far might bleed. 
Bold thought! ſh all I dare ſpeak it, or repreſs ? 
Should man more execrate, or boaſt, the guilt 
Which rous'd ſuch vengeance ? which ſuch love in- 
..-fnam?d? farms, 
O'er guilt (how mountainous!) with out-ſtretcht 
Stern /4/tice, and ſoft-ſmiling love embrace, 
Supporting, i in tull majeſty, thy throne, 
When ſeem'd its majeſty to need ſupport, 
Or Fat, or man, inevitably loſt : 
What, but the /athomleſs of thought divine, 
Could labour ſuch expedient from deſpair, 
And reſcue both ? Both reſcue ! both exalt ! 
O how are both exalted by the deed! 
1he wondrous deed ! or fhall I call it more? 
4: wonder in Omnipotence itſelf! 79 
A myſtery no leſs to gods than men! 
Not, Las, our infidels th? Eternal draw, 
A od all o'er, conſummate, abſolute, 
_ Full-orb'd, in his whole round of rays complete: 
Z hey ſet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes; 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; 
Maim heav'n's perfection, break its equal beams, 
Bid mercy triumph over God himſelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praiſe: 
A God ail mercy, is a God unjuſt. 
Ye brainleſs wits ! ba baptiz'd infidels! 
Ye worſe for mending ! walh'd to ſouler ſtains! 
The ranſom was paid down; the fund of heav'n, 
Tleav*n's inexhauſtible exhauſted ſund, 
FE mating, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
All price beyond: Though curious to compute, 
Archangels faiPd to caſt the mighty ſum: 
Its valve vaſt, ungraſpt by minds c eve, 


© 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. 


And 


7 
1 — 
„„ x 


Je 
| all. 


bs 
6 


To 
VIC 


v 
X 

»,% 

7 


e 
tue 


- 
[LO 


vw. 


[ 
1 
IWR 
* 
7 
ih 


i 
0 
my 
»\ 


3 


Leath, the 
tHe ferred 
Bud did. he me 
«Ly 
2 


% 


Jereee- 


"Hufrreme 
2. 
& dead / 
bard of * 


ATT ee 
0 60õ0% i i! 


7 are 0 
W.. e Ann F | 


V 
2 


it! 118 


I, 
5 


I. Dd N 


— 
"oo, 


"ll 76 aq ! 


U 


4 
|| 


* 


2 


hear 


* 
ge: 
RY D x 
hs 


rere 


tong/ 


bh — 0 
X 
r 


2 


70 
Fd 


He „. . bunrst 


E en 


Hah 


/ in; hag great aveent 
5 A 


9, 


|| 


00 


N 
li 


9 


— 


. 


7e. 


Fl | af PAR DQ ; 77 W 8 a s 
0 5 71 1 4 hh * Far 2 l . . NN 1 - | | | | ji! iT * (NY) N * a- ©. Rr il 
4 977 1 677515 1 / fl 0h Wh ', ' N —— Mn — THIN 454 oe 0510 11; n 'y ny Py 5 *Y 
L FLY jt K e 10% vi. \ - |; N | W | wt 1 my 4, 977 4 be, 1 1 N 4 | - 0 „es v 1 
AARON W 12 vn! i 4 f \ IN *. 
a WM e. Kh 8 
* Nen — 7 a Wos P 


J's H. 0 


= 
— 

. 
* 


gu nt 


- 
FRY, 


TRAM \ 
W I \ wo * N * 0 5 5 > — * | k {14 \ Mit | 174 7 


WALLY AMEND) We 


Ith 


Hear 
He 


JT 446 the 


0/7 


7 


Tas CurrsTIAaN TRIUMPH. 59 


And. was the ranſom paid? It was: And paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for . 
The tun beheld it—No, the thocking ſcene 
Prove back his chariot : Midnight veil'd his face; 
Not ſuch as is; not ſuch as nature makes; 
A midnight nature ſhudder'd to behold; 
A midnight new! a dread eclipſe (without 


| Oppoting ſpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 
Sun! didit thou fly thy Maker's pain? Or ſtart 


At that enormous load of human guiit, : 

W hich bow'd his bleſſed head; o'erwhelm'd his croſs; 
Made groan the centre; bur earth's marble womb, 
With pangs, ſtrange pangs ! delivered of her dead? 


Hell howPd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a tear 


Heav'u wept, that men might fm: le! Heav'n bled, 

Might never die! | [that man 
And 1s devotion virtue ? ? 1 is compel] 2 

What heart of ſtone but glows at thoughts like theſe ? 

Such contemplations mount us; and ſhould mount 

The mind itiil higher; nor ever glance on man, 

Unraptur'd, uninflim'd.—W here roll my thoughts 

To rett from wonders ? Other wonders rile ; 

And ſtrike where-e'er they roll: my toulis caught: 

Heav'n's ſovereign bleſſings, cluit*ring from the Croſs, 

Ruſh on her, 1 ina throng, and cloſe her round, 

The pris'ner of amaze !—In. his bleit life, 


Thee the path, and, in his death, the price, 


And in his great aſcent, the prof fupr eme 

Of immortality.—And did he rite ? | 
Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead! 

He roſe | He roſe! He burſt the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlaſting gates! 

And give the King of glory to come in. 

Who is the King of glory ? He who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death: 


Lift up your heads, ye ev erlaiting gates ! 


And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory? He who flew | 
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The rav'ncus foe, that gorg'd all human race! 
The king of glory, He, whoſe glory fill'd 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man; 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Pow?rs moſt illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 

The theme, the joy, how then ſhall uaan ſuſtain ? 
Oh the burſt gates! cruth'd ſting ! demolithed throne | 
Laſt gap! of vanquiſh'd death. Shout earth and 

Heav'n! 

This ſum ef goed to man. [hoſe nature, then, 
T ook wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ? 
Then, then, I roſe; then firit Humanity 
Eriumphant paſt the chryſtal ports of light, 
(Stupendous guelt ! ) and ſeiz'd eternal youth, 
Sciz'd in our name. E'er ſince, 'tis blaſphemous 
1 9 call men mortal. Man's mortality 

Vas, then, transferr'd to death; and heav'n's duration 


| Ualicnably ſeal'd to this frail frame, 


Inis child of duſt—Man, all immortal! hail ; 

Hail, heav*n ! all lavith of ſtrange gifts to man! 

Thine all the glory; man's the boundleſs bliſs. 
Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme, 


On Chriſtian joy's exulting wing, above 


Th' Aonian mount !—Alas ! ſmall cauſe for Joy! 


What if to pain immortal? It extent 


Of being, to preclude a clote of woe ? 

Where, then, my boaſt of immortality : ? 

1 boaſt it ſtill, though cover'd o'er with guilt ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd ; 

* 11s guilt alone can juſtify his death; 

Nor that, unleſs his death can juſtify 
Relenting guilt in heav'n's indulgent fight. 
If, fick of folly, I releat ; 5 writes 

My vame in heav'n, with that inverted ſpear 
{A ſpear deep-dipt in blood !) which pierc'd his ſide, a. 
And open'd there a tont for all mankind, 

Who ſtrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live : 2 


This, only this, ſubdues the fear of death. 
N And 
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And what is ,? Survey the wond'rous cure: 

And at each ſtep, let higher wonder riſe! 

« Pardon for infinite oFence ! and pardon 

& Thro* means that ſpeak its value infinite! 

A pardon bought with blood! with blood divine ! 
„ With blood divine of Him, l made my foe ! 

&« Perliſted to provoke ! tho? woo'd, and aw'd, 

“ Bleſt, and chattis'd, a flagrant rebel till ! 

A rebel, 'midſt the thunders of his throne ! 

% Nor alone! a rebel univerſe ! 

My ſpecies up in arms! not one exempt | 

« Yet tor the fouleſt of the foul, he dies, 

& Molt joy'd, for the redeem'd ſrom deepeſt guilt! * 
As if our race were held of higheit rank; 

« And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man!“ 

Bound, ev'ry heart! and ev'ry boſom, burn“ 
O what a ſcale of miracles is here! 

Its loweſt round, high planted on the ſkies; 

Its tow'ring ſummit lolt beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! O that I could climb 

The wonderful aſcent, with equal praiſe! 

Praiſe ! flow tor ever, (if aſtoniſhment 

Will give thee leave) my praiſe! for ever flow; 
Praite ardent, cordial, conſtant, to high heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia ſacrifie'd, 

And all her ipicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heav'n, ſhall praiſe deſcend, 
With her ſoft plume (from ylauſive angels wing 
Firit pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal” cars, 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great? 

Is praife the perquiſite of ev'ry paw, 

Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold? 2 
Oh love of gold! thou meancit of amours! 7 
Shall praiſe her odours waſte on VITO E's dead, 
Embalm the baſe, perfume the ſtench of guilt, 
Earn dirty bread by waſhing A:thiops fair, 
Removing hlth, or ſinking it from light, 

A icaveuver in /cene), where vacant poſts, 


Like 
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Like gibbets yet untenanted, expect 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, 
Return, apoſtate praz/e / thou vagabond ! 
Thou proſtitute! to thy firſt love return, 
Thy firſt, thy greateſt, once unrival'd theme. 

There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 
Back to thy fountain; to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the tongue to ſound, the thought to ſoar, 
The ſoul to be. Men homage pay to men, 
Thougghtleſs beneath whoſe dreadful eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
Of guilt to guilt; and turn their back on thee, 
Great Sire! whom thrones celettial ceaicleſs ling. ; 
To proſtrate angels, an amazing ſcene ! 
O the preſumption of man's awe for man !— 
Man's Author! End! Reſtorer! Law! and Judge! 
Thine, all; day thine, and thine this gloom of 2, 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heav'n's meridian glory, but thy ſmile? 
And ſhall not praiſe be thine, not human praiſe? 
While heav'n's high hoſt on hallelujahs live? 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My ſoul in praiſe to Him, who gave my ſoul, 
And all her infinite of proſpect fair, 
Cut thro? the ſhades of hell, great Love ! by thee 
Oh moſt Adorable ! moſt Unador'd! 

Where ſhall that praiſe begin which ne'er ſhould end! 
Where'er I turn, what claim on all applaule 
How is night's ſable mantle labour'd ver, 
How richly wrought with attributes divine | 
What wiſdom ſhines ! what /ove This midnight pomp, 
This gorgeous arch, with Paten worlds infay'd! 
Built with divine ambition! nought to thee 
For others this profuſion: Thou, apart, 
Above! beyond! Oh tell me, mighty Mind! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to on or atk. the roaring a7ds, 


For 
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For their Creator ? Shall I queſtion loud 

The thunder, if in that the Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds ti E furious forms in ſtreighten'd reins, 
And bids fierce whir/winds wheel his rapid car? 


What meamtheſe queitions |[—Trembling 1 retract; 


My proſtrate ſoul adores the preſent God: 
Praiſe I a diſtant deity? He tunes 


My voice (if cun'd) ; the nerve, that writes, ſuſtains : : 


Wrap'd in his being, I reſound his praiſe: 
But tho? paſt 20 diffus'd, without a ſhore, 
His eſſence; local is his throne (as meet), 
To gather the diſperſt (as ſtandards call 
The lifted from atar): to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his ſons, 
Since finite ev'ry nature but his own. 

The nameleſs He, whole nod is nature's birth; 
And nature's ſhield, the ſhadow of his hand; 
Her diſſolution, his ſuſpended ſmile! 
Lhe great Fir/t- Laſt! pavilion'd high he fits 
In darkneſs from excetſive ſplendor born, 
By gods unſeen, unleis thro? lutire loſt. 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 
As that to central horrors ; he looks down 
On all that ſoars; and ſpans immenſity. 

Tho' zigbt unnumbered worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundlets creation | what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effiuvium of his majeſty: 
And ihall an atom of this atom-world _ 
Mutter in dult and tin, the theme of heav'n ? 
Down to the centre thould I tend my thought 
Thro' beds of glitt'ring ore, and glowing gems, 
Their beggar'd blaze wants luttre for my lay; 
Goes out in darknels ; if, on tow'ring wing, 
T ;end it thro? the boundleſs vault of itars ! 
The {tars, tho? rich, what drots their gold to 55 
Great! good! wife! wonderful! eternal King! 
It iO thote conſeious flars thy throne around, 
Praiſe ever- pouring) and imbibing blits ; 


And 
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And aſk their ſtrain; they want it, more they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their ſublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold, 
Indebted ſtill, their higheſt rapture burns 3 - 
Short of its mark, defective, tho? divine. 

Still more — his theme is man's, and man's alone; 
Their valt appointments reach it not: They ſee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on high; 
And downward look for heav'n's ſuperior praiſe ! 


Firſt-born cf Ether! high in fields of light! 
View man, to ſee the glory of your God!. 


Could angels envy, they had envy'd here ; 


And {ome did envy ; and the reſt; tho? gods, 


Yet itil gods anredeem'd (there triumphs many 
Tenmpted to weigh the duſt againſt the ſkies) 
They leſs would el, tho? more adorn, my theme. 
They ſung Creation (for in that they ſhar'd); 
low role in melody, that child of love! 
Creation's great ſuperior, man! is thine ; 

Thine is redemption ; they jult give the key 2 

*Tis thine to raile, and eternize, the ſon 

Tho? human, yet divine; for ſhould not this 
Raiſe man o'er man, and kindle ſeraphs here 


Redemption ! twas creation more ſublime ;. 


Redemption ! *twas the labour of the ſkies; 


Far more than labour—lIt was death in heav'n. 


A truth 1o itrange ! *twere bold to think it true; 

If not far bolder ſtill, to diſbelieve. | 
Here paule, and ponder : Was there death in heav'n? 

What then on car ths! On earth, which ſiruck the blow? 


Who {truck it? Who !S-O How 1 is mam enlar g'd, 


Seen thro? this medium ! Flow the pigmy tow rs 
How counterpois'd his origin from duſt! 

How counterpois'd, to duſt his {ad return! 

How voided his vaſt diſtance from the ikies!. 
Hoe near he preſſes on the ſeraph's wing! 

W juch 1s the feraph ? Which the born (f clay? 
How this demonſtrates, thro? the thicks{ cloud 


Ot 


Taz CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH. 65 


Of guilt, and clay condenſt, the ſon of heav'n! 
The double ſon ; the made, and the re-made ! 
And ſhall heav'n's double property be loſt? 
Man's double madneſs only can deſtroy. 

To man the bleeding eroſs has promis'd all; 
The bleeding croſs has ſworn eternal grace; 
Who gave his life, what grace ſhall He deny ! 
O ye! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 
Apoſtates, plunging headlong in the deep! 
What cordial joy, what conſolation ſtr ong, 
Whatever winds ariſe, or billows roll, 

Our int'reſt in the Maſter of the ſtorm! 

Cling there, and in wreck'd nature's ruins ſmile ; 
While vile apoſtates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyſelf. All wiſdom centres there : 
To none man ſeems ignoble, but to man; 
Angels that grandeur, men o'er-look, admire: 
How long {ſhall human nature be 7hejr book, 
Degen'rate mortal! and unread by Thee? 

The beam dim reaſon theds fhews wonders There 
What high contents! Uluftrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which diſplays at full 
Our human height, ſcarce ſcver'd from divine, 
By heav'n compos'd, was publith'd on the C7. 

Who looks on That, and ſees not in himſelf 

An awful ſtranger, a terreſtrial god? 

A glorious partner with the Der'y 

In that high attribute, immortal life ? 

If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm: 
I gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting ſoul 
Catches ſtrange fire, Eternity! at Thee; 

And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys: : 
How chang'd the face of nature! how 1 improy 'd! 
hat ſeem'd a chaos, ſhines a plorious world, 
Or, what a world, an Eden; heighten'd all! 

It is another ſcene ! another ſelf 
And ſtill another, as time rolls alon 


5 
And that a /e/f tar more illuſtrious ſtill. 


Peyond 


— 
* I 


—— k 5 nnr nal == =. 
22 = : 
38388 54 ern. 
_—_ —_—_ — 


— * 

— — 

2 — = > -> 
_ 3 


nne Ü l — 5 ' . . 


66 TRE Cour LATIN T. Night 4. 


Beyond long ages, yet roll'd up in ſhades 
Unpierc'd by bold conjecture's keeneſt ray, 


What evolutions of ſurpriſing fate! 


How nature opens, and receives my ſoul 
In boundleſs walks of raptur'd thought! where gods 
Encounter and embrace me! What new births 
Of ſtrange adventure, foreign to the ſun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, whate'er exiſts, 
Old time, and fair creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be jult : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him: 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals ; one ſpirit pour'd 
From ſpirit's awful fountain; pour'd Himſelf 
Ihro' all their ſouls ; but not in equal ſtream, 
Proſuſe, or frugal, of th' inſpiring God, 
As his wiſe plan demanded ; and when paſt 


Their various trials, in their various ſpheres, 


If they continue rational, as made, 

Reſorbs them all into Himſelf again; 

His throne their centre, and his ſmile their crown. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to ling, 

Tho? yet ur/ung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold? 

Angels are men of a ſuperior kind:; 

Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 

High o'er celeſtial mountains wing'd i in flight; 


| And men are angels, loaded for an hour, 


Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain, 

And ſlipp'ry ſtep ; the bottom of the ſteep. 

Angels their failings, mortals have their praiſe 

While Here, of corps ethereal, ſuch enroll'd, 

And ſummon'd to the glori9us Standard ſoon, 

Which flames eternal crimſon thro? the ſkies. 

Nor are our brothers thoughtleſs of their kin, 

Yet abſent ; but not abſent from their love. 

MicHatr has fought our battles; RarHarL oy, 
ur. 
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Our triumphs; GABRIEL on our errands flown, - 
Sent by the SOV' REIGN: and are theſe, O man! 
Thy friends, thy warm allies ! And Thou * Warn 
The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute? 
Religions All. Deſcending from the ſkies 
To. wretched man, the goddels 1 in her left 
Holds out this world, and, in her right, the next; 
Relizion ! the ſole voucher man is man; 
Supporter {ole of man above himſelf ; 
Ev*n in this night of frailty, change, and death, 
She gives the foul a foul that acts a god. 
Religion ! ! Providence ! an Atter- tate ! 
Here is firm footing ; here is ſolid rock! 
Thi: can ſupport us; all is ſea beſides; 
Sinks under us; beſtorms, and then devours. 
Fis hand the good man faſtens on the ſkies, 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl, f 
As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, 0 
Darkneſs, and itench, and ſuffocating damps, i 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind tate, diſcharg'd, 
Climbs ſome fair eminence, where Ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Ely/ar proſpects rife, 
His heart exults, his ſpirits caſt their load; 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change; 
So joys the ſoul, when trom inglorious aims, 
And ſordid ſweets, from teculence and froth 
Ot ties terreſtrial, ſet at large, ſhe mounts. 
To Reaſor's region, her own element, 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affects the ſkies. 
Religion! thou the ſoul of happinels ; {i 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! There thine . 
The nobleſt truths; there ſtrongeſt motives ſting | 
There ſacred violence aſſaults the ſoul ; i 
There, nothing but compulſion is for 3 
Can love allure us? or can terror awe ? 
He weeps I the falling drop puts out the ſun 
He ſighs —the ſigh earth's deep foundation ſhakes. 
It in His love ſo terrible, what then 5 8 5 
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His wrath inflam'd? his tenderneſs on fire? 
Like ſoft, ſmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? 
Can pray'r, can praiſe avert it — Thou, my All] 


My theme ! my inſpiration! and my crown! 


My ſtrength in age ! my riſe in low eltate ! 

My ſoul's ambition, pleaſure, wealth !—my world! 

My light in darkneſs! and my life in death! 

My boaſt thro? time! bliſs thro? eternity! 

Eternity, too ſhort to ſpeak thy praile ! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man! 

To man of men the meaneſt, ev'n to me; 

My ſacrifice ! my God !—what things are theſe ! 
What then art THOU ? by what name ſhall I call 

Rnew I the name devout archangels ule, [Thee ? 

Devout archangels ſhould the name enjoy, 

By me unrivaPd ; thouſands more ſublime, 

None halt fo dear, as that. which, tho' unſpoke 

Still glows at heart: O how omnipotence 

Is loſt in love! Thou great PHILANFHROPISTL 

Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 

Like Jacos, fondeſt of the younger born! 

Thou, who didſt ſave him, ſnatch the ſmoking brand 

From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 

How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diſtreſs! 


To make us groan beneath our gratitude, 


Too big for birth! to favour, and confound z 

To challenge, and to diſtance all return ! 

Of laviſh love ſtupendous heights to ſoar, 

And leave praiſe panting in the diſtant vale ! 

Thy right too great, defrauds thee of thy due; 

Ani ſacrilegious our ſublimeſt ſong. 

But ſince the naked ww obtains thy ſmile, 

Benearh this monument of praiſe unpaid, 

And future lite tymphonious to my firain, 

(That nobleft hyinn to heav'n !) for ever lie 

Intomb'd my /ear of death! and ev'ry fear, 

The dread of ev'ry evil, but Thy frown, | 
| Whom. 
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Whom ſee I yonder, ſo demurely ſmile ! 
Laughter a labour, and might break their reſt. 
FE quietiſts, i in homage to the ſkies! 
Serene ! of ſoft addreſs! who mildly make 
An unobtruſive tender of your hearts, 
Abhorring violence; who alt indeed; 
But, for the bleſſing, wre/?/e not with heav'n! 
Think you my ſong too turbulent? too warm? 
Are paſſions, then, the pagans of the ſoul ? 
Reaſon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd 
To touch things ſacred ? Oh for warmer ſtill ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow T3] 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder ſong ! 
THOU, my much-injur'd theme ! with that ſoft eye, 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Compaſſion to the coldneſs of my breaſt; _ 
And pardon to the winter in my ſtrain. 
Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formaliſts ! 
On ſuch a theme, *tis impious to be calm; 
Paſſion is reaſon, tranſport temper, here. 
hall heav'n, which gave us ardor, and has ſhewn 
Her own for man ſo ſtrongly, not diſdain 
What ſmooth emolents in theology, 
Recumbent virtue's downy doctors N 
That proſe of piety, a lukewarm praiſe? 
Riſe odours ſweet from incenſe untnflam'd : 9 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout 
But when it glows, its heat is ſtruck to heav'n; 
To human hearts her golden harps are ſtrung ; 
High heav'n's orcheſtra chaunts amen to man. 
Hear I, or dream 1 hear, their diſtant ſtrain, 
Sweet to the ſoul, and taſting ſtrong of heav'n, 
Soft-wafted on celeſtial pity's plume, 
Thro? the valt ſpaces of the univerie, 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom ? 
Oh when will death (now ſtingleſs) like a friend, 
Admit me of their choir? O when will death, 
This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down? 


Give 
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Give beings, one in nature, one abode? 

Oh death divine! that giv'ſt us to the ſkies! 
Great ſuture ! glorious patron of the fat, 

And preſent ! when ſhall I thy ſhrine adore ? 

From nature's continent, immenſely wide, 


Immenſely bleſt, this little % of life, 


This dark, incarcerating colony, 
_ Divides us. Happy day! that breaks our chain; 


That manumits; that calls from exile home; 
That leads to nature's great metropolis, 

And re-admits us, ahro' the guardian hand 

Of elder brothers, to our Father's throne ; 

Who hears our Advocate, and, thro? his wounds 
Behoiding man, allows that tender name. 

Lis this makes Chriſtian triumph a command: 
*Fis this makes joy a duty to the wile ; 

*Tis impious in a good man to be ſad. 

See thou, Lorenzo! where hangs all our hope! 
Touch'd by the Cro, we live; or, more than die; 
That touch which touch'd not angels; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confuſion into form, 

And darkneſs into glory; partial zouch / 

Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 

Sacred to man, and ſoy? reign thro? the whole 

Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 

From heav'n thro? all duration, and ſupports 

In one illuſtrious, and amazing plan, 

Thy welfare, nature! and thy God's renown; 

That touch, with charm celeſtial, heals the ſoul 
Diſeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death, 
Turns earth to heav*n, to heav'nly thrones ee eee | 
The ghaſtly ruins of the mould'ring tomb. 

Doſt aſk me when? When He who dy'd returns; 
Returns, how chang'd ! Where then the man of woe ? 
In glory's terrors all the godhead burns ; 

And all his courts, exhauſted by the tide 

Of deities triumphant in his train, 


Leave a ſtupendous ſolitude in heav'n; 


Repleniſlit 
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Revleniſht ſoon, repleniſht with increaſe 
Of pomp, and multitude; a radiant band 
Of angels new; of angels from the Tomb. 
Is this by fancy thrown remote? and riſe 
Dark doubts between the promiſe, and event? 
I {end thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature; Nature is a friend to truth; 
Nature is Chriſtiun; preaches to mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. 
Halt thou ne'er ſeen the comet's flaming flight? 
Th' illuſtrious ſtranger paſſing, terror ſheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round 
Thro' depihs of Ether; coaſts unnumber'd worlds, 
Of more than ſolar glory doubles wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape; and then reviſits earth, 
From the long travel of a thouſand years. 
Thus, at the deſtin'd period, ſhall return 
HE, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze: 
And, with Him, all our triumph o'er the tomb. 
Nature is dumb on this important point; 
Or hope precarious in low whiſper breathes ; 
Faith ſpeaks aloud, diitin& ; ev'n adders hear; 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acroſs the gulph of death, 
To break the ſhock blind zature cannot ſhun, 
And lands thought ſmoothly on the farther ſhore. 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace. 
T'is faith diſarms deſtruction; and abſolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge, the guiltleſs tomb. 
Why diſbelieve? Lorenzo !-“ Reaſon bids, 
«All-facred reaſon.” Hold her ſacred ltill; 
Nor ſhalt thou want a rival in thy flame: 
All- ſacred reaſon ! ſource, and foul, of all 
_ Demanding praiſe, on earih, or earth above! 
My heart is thine : Deep in its inmolt folds, 
Live thou with life; live dearer of the two. 


Wear 
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Wear I the bleſſed Croſs, by fortune ſtampt 


On paſſive nature, before thought was born? 
My birth's blind bigot ! fir'd with /zcal zeal ! 
No; reaſon re- baptiz'd me when adult; 
Weigh'd true, and falſe, in her impartial ſcale 
My heart became the convert of my head; 
And made that choice, which once was but my fate. 
On argument alone my faith is built:“ 
Neaſon puriu'd is faith 5 and, unpurſu'd 
Where proof invites, 'tis reaſon, then, no more: 
And ſuch our proc, That, or our faith, is right, 
Or reaſon lyes, and heav'n deſign'd it wrong : 
Abſolve we This? What, then, is blaſphemy 2 
Fond as we are, and juſtly fond, of faith, 
Reaſon, we grant, demands our firſt regard; 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear. 
Neaſon the root, fair Faith is but the flower; 
The fading flower ſhall die; but reaſon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the ſkies. 
When faith is virtue, reaſ9n makes it ſo. 
Wrong not the Chriſtian ; think not reaſon yours : 
*Tis reaſon our great Maſter holds ſo dear; 
*Tis reaſon's injur'd rights His wrath reſents ; 
"Tis reaſou's voice obey'd His glorious crown; 
To give loſt i life, He pour'd his own: 
Believe, and ſhew the reaſon of a man; 
Believe, and aſte the pleaſure of a God; 
Believe, and look with triumph on the tomb: 
Thro' reaſon's wonnds alone thy Faith can die; 
Which dying, tentold terror gives to death, 
And dips in venom his twice- mortal ſting. 
Learn hence what honours, what loud pears, due 
To thoſe, who puſh our antidote aſide; 
Thoſe boafted friends to reaſon, and to mam, 
Whoſe fatal love ſtabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heighten'd, gnawing on his heart. 
Theſe pompous ſons of reaſan idolis'd 


And vilify'd at once; of reaſon dead, 
| Then 


Turn CunisTian Tr1UMPH. . 


Then deify'd, as monarchs wer of old 
hat conduct plants proud Rur is on thete. brow? 
While fore of truth thro? all th ts. camp -efounds, 
They draw prides curtain ver the noon-tide-rar, 
Spike up their inch of reaſon, on the point 
Ot philoſophic wit, calld Argument; 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, | 
© Behold the ſun:“ And, [adian-like, adore. 1 
alk they of morals 2? Q thou bleeding Love | 
Thou maker of pea morals to mankind | = 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 1 
As wile as SOCRATES, it ſuch they were, j 
{Nor will they *bate of that ſublime renown) | 
A; wiſe as SOCRATES, night juſtly Rand [ 
The definition of a modern fool. | | 
A. CHRISTIAN is the higheſt flile of man: 
And is there, who the bleſſed Croſs Wie ot, 
As a foul blot from his diſhonour'd brow ? 
If angels tremble, 'tis at ſuch a ght : 
The wretch they quit, deſponding of their charge, 
More ſtruck with grief or wonder, who can tell! ? 
Ve ſold to ſenſe ! ye citizens of earth! 
(For ſuch alone the Chriſtian banner fly) 
Know ye how wiſe your choice, how great your gain? 
Behold the picture of earth's happieſt man: 
&« He calls his wiſh, it comes; he ſends it back, 
„And ſAys, he cail'd another; that arrives, 
« Meets the ſame welcome ; yet he ſtill calls on; 
© Jill ne calls him, who varies not his call, 
“ But holds him fail, in chains of darkneſs bound, 
Till nature dies, and judgment lets him free ; 
& A freedom far leſs welcome than his chain.“ 
But grant man happy; grant him happy long; 
Add to life's higheſt prize her latelt hour ; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in appro: ch, 
That, like a poſt, comes on in full career: 
How ſwift the ſhuttle flies, that weaves -thy ſhroud! 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 


Thrown 
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Thrown down the gulph of time; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been thine; the day in hand, 
Like a bird fir uggling to get 100185 i is going; 
Scarce now poſſeſs'd, fo ſuddenly- tis gone; 

And each ſwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 

Py ſtrides as ſwift: Eternity is All 

And whoſe Eternity ? Whogriumphs there? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bliſs 

For ever baſking in the Deity ! 

Lorexz0! who 2: — Thy conſcience ſhall reply. 

O give it leave to ſpeak; *iwill ſpeak ere long, 
Thy leave unaſkt: Loztxzo! hear it NOW, 
While wieful its advice, its accent mild. 

By the great edict, the divine decree, 

T. ar is depoſited with man's /aft hour ; 

An LOWER hour, and faithful to her truſt ; 

Trith, eldeſt daughter of the Deity ; 

Tut, Of his council, when he made the worlds; 
ng les, when he ſhall judge the worlds he made; ; 
ho? lent long, and ſleeping ne'er ſo ſound, 

8; mother'd with errors, and opprets'd with toys, 
That heav'n- io hour no ſooner calls, 
But ſrom her cavern in the ſoul's abyſs, 

Like him they fable under tua wheim'd, 
The goddeſs burſts in thunder, and in flame; 
3.oudly convinces, and leverely pains. 

Dark demons J diſcharge, and Hara ſtings;, 
The keen vibration of bright truth—1s Hell: 
Juſt definition! tho? by ſchools untaught. 

Ye deaf to truth ! peruſe this Parſon'd page, 
And truſt, for once, a prophet, and a prieſt; 


« Men may ive tools, but fools they cannot die.“ 


NIGHT 


E 


NIGHT the FIFTH. 


1 -V 1 


To the Ricur HoxnovraBLE | 1 


The Earl of LITCHFIELD. 


ORE NZ. O! to recriminate is juſt. 
4 Fondneſs for fame is avarice of air. 
I grant the man is vain who writes for praiſe. 
Praiſe no man e'er deſerv'd, who ſought no more, 
As juſt thy ſecond charge. I grant the muſe 
Has often blutht at her degen'rate ſons, 
Retain'd by ſenſe to plead her filthy cauſe ; 
To raiſe the low, to magnify the mean, 
And ſubtilize the groſs into refin'd : 
As if to magic numbers powerful charm 
"Twas given, to make a civet of their ſong 
(Obſcene, and ſweeten ordure to perfume. 
Hit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
And lifts our ſwine-enjoyments from the mire. 
The fact notor ious, nor obſcure the cauſe. 
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76 T R E COMPLAINT. Night 5. 
We wear the chains of pleaſure, and of pride. 
ese thare the man; and theſe diſtract him too 


Praw difPrent ways, and claſh in their commands. 

Pride, like an eagle, builds among the ſtars; 

But ple ate, lark- like, neſts upon the ground. 

Joys the rd by brute-creation, pride retents ; 

Pleaſure embraces : : Man would h enjoy, 

And both at once: A point how hard to gain! 

Put, what can't wit, when ſtung by ſtrong deſire? 
Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 

Sind e joys of ſenſe can't riſe to reaſon's taſte; 

In jubtle phiſiry's laborious forge, 

Wit hammers out a reaſon eco, that ſtoops 

: 0 {v3 did teme and meets them with applauſe. 
Vit calls the graces the chaſte zone to looie ; 

Ne leſs than a plump god to fill the bow] : 

A thouſand phantoms, and a thouſand ſpells, 

A thouſand opiates ſcatters, to delude, 

Fo faſcinate, inebriate, lay 0 

And the fooPd mind Je elightfully confound. 


thus that which ſhock'd the judgment, ſhocks no more; 


hat which gave pride cffence, no more offends. 
Pleaſure and pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, wh ich in man ſhall reign, 
Fy ies addreſs, patch up a fatal peace, 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch, 
From rank, refin'd to Gelicate and gay. 
Ait, curſed art! wipes of th' indebted bluſh 
From nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ſhame. 
Man ſmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And infamy ſtands candidate for praiſe. 

All writ by man in favour of the Joul, 
Theſe /erfual ethics far, in bulk, tranſcend. 
. How'rs of eloquence, profuſely pour'd 

Cer ſpotted vice, fill half the letter'd world, 

Can pow?'rs of genius exorciſe their page, 
And conſecrate enormities with ſong ? 

Duc let not theſe inexpiable ſtrains 


Condemy 
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Condemn the muſe that Kaows her dignity; 
Nor meanly !tops at lie, but holds tie world 
As *tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her eſteem; from wheuce to kart, 
And run the round of untveri.l ſpace, 
To viſit Being univerial there 
And Being's Source, that who lt flight of mind! 
Vet, ſpite of this fo vait circumference, 
Well knows, but what is eva, noug ht is 77 
Sing Hrens only? Do not angels ing! 
There is in poeſy a decent pride, 
Which well becomes her when ſhe ſpeaks to, 
Her younger liter; haply, not more wilt. 

Think'it thou, Loxkx Z0! to find paltimes here ? | 
No guilty paſſion blown into a flame, 
No foible flatter'd, dignity diſgrac'd, 
No fairy field of fiction, all on How! rs 
No rainbow colours, here, or lilken tale: 
But ſolemn conrfels, images of awe, 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, through theſe revolving ſpheres, 
This death-deep uͤlence, and incumbent ſhade: 
Thoughts, ſuch as thall reviſit your laſt hour; 
Vifit uncall d, and live when life expires; 
And thy dark pencil, midnight! darker ſtill 


7. 


In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 


Yet this, ev'n 24/5, my laughter-loving friends! 


 Loxtenzo! and thy brothers of the ſmile! 
If, what imports you moſt, can molt engage, 


Shall ſteal your e- ir, and chain you to my zung. 
Or, if you fail me, know, the wite ſhall taſte 
Jhe truths I ling; the truths I fling ſhall teel 3 
And, feeling, give aſſent; and their Cant 

Is ample recompence : 1s more than praiſe, 


| But C; nieffy thine, () Lire JFIELP NOr nilake: 3 
Think not un- introduc'd | force my 8 : 


Nakrcissa, not unknown, not unally'd, 


Ry virtue, or by blood, illuſtrious youth! 
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To thee, from blooming amaranthine bow'rs, 
Where all the language 52rm57y, deſcends 
Uncall'd, and aſks admittance for the muſe : 
A muſe that will not pain thee with thy praiſe z 
Thy praife the drops, by uobler ſtill inſpir' d. 

O Thou! Pleſt Spirit! whether the ſupreme, 
Great antemnundane Father! in whoſe breaſt 
Embryo creation, unborn being, dwelt, 

And ail its various revolutions roll d | 

Preſent, though future: prior to themſelves ; 

Whoſe breath can blow it into nought again; 

Or, from his throne ſome delegated pow'r, 

W ho. ſtudious of our peace, doſt turn the thought 

From vain and vile, to ſolid and ſublime ! 

Unſeen thou lead'ſt me to delicious draughts 

Ot inſpiration, from a purer ſtream, 

And fuller of the God, than that which burſt 

From fam'd Caſtalia : Nor is yet allay'd 

My ſacred thirſt ; though long my ſoul has rang'd: 

1 brough pleaſing paths ot moral, and divine, 

| By Thee ſuſtain'd, and lighted by the STARS. 
"By them beſt lighted are the paths of Zhought ; 

N:7hts are their 4555, their moſt illumin'd hours. 

By day, the ſoul, o'erborne by life's career, 

Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 

Reels far from reaſon, joſtled by the throng. 

By day the foul is paſſive, all her thoughts 

Impos'd, precarious, broken ere mature. 

By right, from objects free, from paſſion cool, 

Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimpreſs'd, the births 

Of pure election, arbitrary range, 

Not to the limits of oe world confin'd: 

Put from ethereal travels light on earth, 

As voyagers drop anchor, for repoſe. 

Let Iudians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Ot FR herd fopperies, the ſun adore ; 
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lakes thought inward; it drives back the foul 
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To ſettle on Herſelf, our point ſupreme ! j 
There lies our theatre ! there fits our judge. A 
Darneſs the curtain drops on life's dull ſcene; | 
*Tis the kind hand of Providence ſtretcht out. 
Twixt man and vanity ; *tis rea/977s reign, 
And virtue's too; theſe tutelary ihades | 
Are man's aſy/u; from the 5 chrong. | — 
Night is the good man's hien, and guardian too; 
It no leſs reſcues virtue, than inſpiret. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below, 
Her tender nature ſuffers in the croud, 
Nor touches on the world, without a ſtain : 
The world's infectious: few bring back at eve, 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 


Ws AI. di — 42.25 ia" 


Something we Z-9ug4t, is blotted :; we refols” OE — f 
Is thaken : we renounc'd, returns again, | 5 
Each /alutation may ſlide in a ſin Þ| 
Unthought before, of fix a former flaw, 7 ol 
Nor is it ſtrange : Light, motion, concourſe, noiſe, | 
All, ſcatter us abroad: thought out ward-bound, 7 


Negledtful of our home-:atfairs, flies of | — 
In fume and diſſipation, quits her charge, N 1 
And leaves the breaſt unguarded to the ive, 
Preſent example gets within our guard, 
And acts with double force, by few repell'd. 
Ambition fires ambition; e gain 
Strikes, like x peitilence, from break to breaſt; 
Ii iot, pride, perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And imnhumanity is caught from man, 
From ſmiling man. A ſight, a fingle glance, 
And ſhot at random, ig has br ought. home 
A ſudden fever, to the throbbing heart, 
Of envy, rancour, or tinpure dire. 
Wo ſee, we hear, with peri! ; 72 ety dwells 
Remote from multitudes ; the world's a ſchool 
Of wrong, and what proficients ſwarm around! 
We mult, or imitate, or diſapprove z | 
Muſt liſt as their accomplices, or foes ; 3 
OO =, 4 | That 
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Tt flains our innocence; hh, wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, wiſdom has been ſmit 
W #0 {ſweet receſs, and languiſh'd for the ſhade. 
This ſacred ihade, and ſolitude; what is it? 
*Tis the felt preſence of the Deity. 
Fee are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Vece ſinks in her allurements, is ungilt, 
And looks, like other objects, black by 185 
Zy night an Atheiſt half- believes a God. 
Night! is fair virtue's immemorial friends 
The conſcious me on, through ev'ry dittant age, 
Has held a lamp to ai om, and let fall, 
= center plation's eye, her purging, ray. 
de fam'd 4theriar, he who woo'd from heavy? n 
Ph ils. phy the fair, to dwell with men, 
And torm their manrers, not infiame their pride, 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleſt 
bd; lab'ring mind, the ſtars in filence flide, 
And ſeem all gazing on their ſuture gueſt, 
fee him ſolliciting his ardent ſuit 
In private audience: All the live-long night, 
R igid! in thought, and motionleſs, he Rands 1 z 
Nor quits his theme, or poſture, till the ſun 
(Kude drunkard rifing roſy from the main!) 
iſturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 
And gives him to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments! ſtol'n from the black waſte 
Of murder'd time! Auſpicious midnight ! hail! 
The world excluded, ev'ry paſſion huſb'd, 
And open'd a calm intercourſe with heav'n, 
Here the ſoul fits in council; ponders past, 
P'redeſtines future ation ; ſees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life, and reaſons with the ſtorm; 
All her lyes anſwers, and t47z2s down her charms. 
What awful joy! What mental liberty! 
Jam not pent in darkneſs; rather ſay 
If not too bold) iu darkneſs Pm embower'd. 
Deligbrttul gloom ! the cluſt'ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous 
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Spontaneous riſe, and bloſſom in the ſhade ; 
But droop by day, and ficken in the uu. 

Thought borrows light elſewhere ; from that 5 fire, 
Fountain of animation! whence deſcends 
Urania, my celeitial gueſt ! who deigns 
Nightly to viſit me, ſo mean; and ow 

Conſcious how needful diſcipline to man, 

From pleaſing dalliance with the charms of 7/257 
My wand'ring thought recals, to what excices 
Far other beat of heart! NAR CIssA's tomb! 

Or 1s it feeble nature calls me back, 


And breaks my ſpirit into grief again? 


Is it a Stegian vapour in my blood ? 

A cold, flow puddle, creeping through my veins ?. 

Or is it thus with all men ?—Thus with all. | 

What are we? How uncqual | Now we ſoar, 

And now we ſink ; to be the ſame, tranſcends 

Our preſent proweſs. Dearly pays the foul 

For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. 

Reaſon, a bailed counſellor ! but adds 

The bluth of weakneſs to the bane of woe. 

The nobleſt ſpirit fighting her hard fate, 

In this damp, duſky region, charg'd with forms,.. 

But feebly Hutters, yet untaught to fly ; 

Or, flying, ſhort her flight, and ſure her fall. 

Our utmoſt ſtrength, when down, to ſe again; 

And not to yield, though beaten, all our praiie. 
Tis vain to ſeek in men for more than man. 

Though proud in promil?, big in previous thought, 

Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 

Emerging from the ſhadows of the grave, 

Where grief detain'd me priſoner, mounting high, 

Threw wide the gates of everlaiting day, 

And call'd mankind to glory, ſhook off pain, 

Mortality ſhook off, in Ether pure, 

And itruck the ſtars; now feel my ſpirits fail; 

They drop me from the zenith; down I ruth, 


Like him whom fable fledg'd with waxen wings, 
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In ſorrow drown'd but not in ſorrow loſt. | 
How wretched is the man who never mourn'd ! 
I dive for precious pearl in ſorrow's ſtream : 
Not ſo the thoughtlefs man that ly grieves 
Takes all the torment, and rejects the gain 
(Ineſtimable gain !); and gives heav'n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wiſe. 
If wiſdom is our leffon (and what elſe 
Ennobles man ? What elſe have angels learnt ?) 
Gries more proficients in thy ſchool are made, 
Than genius, or proud learning, &er cou'd boalt.. 
Voracious learning, often over-ted, 
DigeRs not into ſenfe her motley meal. | 
This bogk-caſe, with dark booty almoſt burſt, 
This 55 ager on others“ wildom, leaves 
Her native farm, her reaſon quite untill'd. 
With mixt manure ſhe ſurfeits the rank ſoil, 
Dung'd, but not dreſs'd ; and rich to beggary. 
A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 
Her fervant's wealth, incumber'd ae mourns. 
And what ſays genius ? ** Let the dull be wiſe.” 
Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; 
And loves to boaſt, where bluth men leſs inſpir'd. 
it pleads exemption from the laws of ſenſe « 
Conſiders reaſon as a leveller ; 
And ſcorns to thare a bleſſing with the croud. 
That wiſe it could be, thinks an ample claim 
To glory, and to pleaſure gives the rett. 
CRassSUs but fleeps, ARDEL10 is undone. 
i iſdom leſs thudders at a fool, than wit. 
But wi/tom ſmiles, when humbled mortals weep. 


When forrow wounds the breaſt, as ploughs the glebe, 


And hearts obdurate feel her ſoft'ning thower ; 
Her ſeed celeſtial, then, glad avi/dom ſows 3 
Her golden harveſt triumphs | in the ſoil. 

If io, Naxciss8a! welcome my Relapſe ; 

PI raiſe a tax on my calamity, 


And reap rich compenſation from my pain. 
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PI! range the plenteous intelleQual field ; 
And gather ev'ry thought of ſov'reign power 


To chaſe the moral maladies of man 


Thoughts, which may bear tranſplanting to the ſkies, 

Though natives of this coarſe penurious ſoil ; 

Nor wholly wither 7here, where ſeraphs ling, 

Refin'd, exalted, not annull'd, in heav'n. 

Reaſon, the ſun that gives them birth, the ſame 

In either clime, though more illuſtrious there. 

Theſe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd, 

Shall forma garland for Naxcissa's tomb 

And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. 
Say on what themes ſhall puzzled choice deſcend? 

ce Th' importance of contemplating the tomb; 

« y men decline it; Juicide & toul birth ; 

«© The various &ind of grief; the faults of age 3 

% And deaths dread character invite my ſong.“ 
And, firſt th' importance of our end ſurvey'd. 


Friends counſel quick diſmiſſion of our grief: 
Miſtaken kindneſs! our hearts heal 7% font. 


Are they more kind than he, who ſtruck the blow? 

Who bid it do his errand in our hear ts, 

And banith peace, till z-b/er ge F arrive, 

And bring it back, a true, and endleſs peace? 

Calamities are friends: As glaring day 

Of theſe unnumber'd luſtres robs our ſight; 

Proſperity puts out unnumber'd thoughts 

Of import high, and light divine, to man. 
The man how bleit, Who, lick of gaudy ſcenes, 

(Scenes apt to thruſt between Us and Ourſelves 1) 

Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk, 

Beneath death's gloomy, {ilent, cypreſs ſhades, 


Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaltic ray; 


To read his monuments, to weigh his duſt, 
Viſit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
LoxEnzo! read with me Narcissa's {tone ; 


| (Naxcissa was thy fav'rite) let us read 


Her moral ſtone; few doctors preach fo well; | 
D 6 Wo 0 
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Few orators ſo tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date / 
Apt words can ſtrike: and yet in them we lee 
Faint images of what we, lere, enjoy. 
hat cauij- have we to build on length of liſe? 
Temptations ſeize, when fear is lard aileep ; - 
And ili toreboged is our ſtrongeſt guard. 

Sce from her tomb, as from an humble ſhrine, 


Truth, radiant goddels | ſallies on my ſoul, 


And puts delufion's duſky train to flight; 


PDiſpels the miſts our ſultry paſors raiſe, 


From objects low, terreſtrial, and obſcene 
And thews the real eſtimate of things; 

Which no man, unafflicted, ever fawz 

Pulls off the veil from virtue's rifing charms ; 
Detecis femptation in a thouſand Ives, 


_ Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves, 


And all they bleed for, as the ſummer's duſt, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams, 
3 widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
Bee things inviſible, feel tbings remote, 
Am preſent with futurities ; think nought 
To man ſo foreign, as the joys let; 
Nought 10 much his, as thoſe beyond the grave. 
No fell, keeps its colour in er ſight; 
Pale worldly aui ſdes loſes all her char ms; 
* pompous promiſe, from her ſchemes profound, 
If future tate ſhe plans, 'tis all in leaves, 
Like Sihl, unſubſtantial, feeting blils ! 
At the firſt blaſt it vaniſhes in air. 
Not Jo, celeftial > Would'ſt thou know, LORENZO! 
How differ cor dom, and divine ? 
Jult as the waning, and the waxing moon. 
More empty worldly wiſdom ev'ry day; 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival bines. 
When /ater, there's leſs time to play the fool. 
Soon Our Whole term for wildon! is expir'd 
(Thou know'lt the calls no council in the grave): 


And 


9 Warren, D 5 n 0. r ee 
. 2 1 7 — r * 
8 5 Nr 7 uy s 
© td ern ERR AS s 


PF 


z 


. y — : 8 * 0 e 
1 . * © Var - kts of ob N 2 3 3 SEE 3 £ 
4 - * * 6— 6 n x R +, 3 N 8 r n F ts! 
75 hs jt Ay gs, She," 8 . 2 1 dea Gn Tx 3 1 22 ay e ED 
* e 5 e . *＋ L r * 


2 Dn n! 
nan ne F p 
e eee - e 


— 4 2 pa * — * 7 C x: * 
. , n Sr bee ae eats 281 #7 xg 
een OT EI ge ART RT o0E ARSE DET Wk * 


The RR LAY A. 85 


And everlaſting fool is writ in fire, 


Or real wiſdom watts us to the ſkies. 


As worldly ſchemes relemble St s leaves, 
The good man's days to Si a“'s books compare, 
(In ancient ſtory read, thou know! 1 the tale) 
In price ſtill riſing, as in number let 
Ineſtimable quite his final hour. 

For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 
Inſolvent worlds the purchase cannot pay. 

« Oh let me die his death!“ all nature cries. 

« Then live his life.” — All nature faulters there. 
Our great phyſician daily to conſult, 


To commune with the grave, our only cure. [yet, 
What grave preſcribes the beit ?—A triend's; and 
From a iriend's grave, how toon we diſengage? 


Ev'n to the deareſt, as his marble, cold. 

Why are friends raviſht from us? 'Tis to bind, 
By ioft afeFtion's tyes, on human hearts, 

'Fhe thought of death, which reaſon, too ſupine, 
Or miſemploy'd, ſo rarely taitens Here. 

Nor reaion, nor affection, no, nor both 


Combin'd, can break the witchcratrs of the world, 


Bebo, th' inexorable hour at hand! 


Behold, th* inexorable hour torgot ! | 


And to forztt it, the chief aim of life, 


Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever threat'ning, ne'er remote, 
That all-important, and that only ſure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpected gueſt? 
Nay, though invited by the loudett calls 
Of blind imprudenc e, unexpected itill ? 

Though numerous meſſengers are tent before, 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauſe, 
The wond'rous cauſe of this myiterious ill? 
All heawn looks down aſtoniſh'd at the iht. 

Is it, chat lite has ſown her 935 ſo thick, 
We can't thruſt in a a ſingle care between: 

Is it, chat lite has ſuch a twarm of cares, 
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The thought of death can't enter for the throng ? 
Is it, that time ſteals on with downy feet, 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
To-day is ſo like yeſterday, it cheats ; 
We take the lying ſiſter for the ſame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo! like a brook 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change. 
In the ſame brook none ever bath'd him twice: 
To the ſame lite none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the ſame ; the ſame we think 
Our life, tho? ſtill more rapid in its flow; 
Nor mark the 9::ch, irrevocably laps'd, 
And mingled with the fea. Or ſhall we ſay 
(Retaining ſtill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veſſel on the fiream ? 
In life embark'd, we {moothly down the tide 
Of time deſcend, but not on lie intent; 
Amus'd, unconſcious of the gliding wave; 
Till on a ſudden we perceive a ſhock; 
We ſtart, awake, look out; what ſee we there? 
Our brittle bark is burſt on Charor's ſhore. 
Is this the cauſe death flies all human thought? 
Or is it /a4oment, by the wil ſtruck blind, 
That domineering miltreſs of the ſoul ! 
Like him ſo ſtrong, by Da!lilah the fair? 
Or is it fear turns ſtartled reaſon back, 
From looking down a precipice ſo ſteep? 
*Tis dreadful; and the dread is wiſely plac'd, 
By nature, conicious of the make of man. 
A dreadful friend ic is, a terror kind, 
A flaming {word to guard the tree of life. 
By that unaw'd, in life's moſt ſmiling hour, 
The good man would repine; would ſuper joys, 
And burn 1mpatient for his promis'd tkies. 
The bad, on each punctilious pique of pride, 
Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein; 
Bound o'er the barrier, ruth into the dark, 
And mar the ſchemes of Providence. below. 
| What 
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What groan was that, Lozexzo :— Furies! riſe; 
And drown in your leſs execrable yell, 
Britannia's ſhame. There took her gloomy flight,. 
On wing impetuous, a black ſullen ſoul, 
Blaſted from hell, with horrid luſt of death. 
Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Altatront, 
So call'd, fo thought And Ven he fled the field. 
Leſs bale the fear of death, than fear of liſe. 
O Britain, infamous for Suicide! 
An iland in thy manners! far disjoin'd 


From the whole world of rationale beſide! 


In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 


Waſh the dire ſtain, nor ſhock the continent. 


But thou be thock'd, while I detect the cauſe 
Ot Fault, expole the monſter's birth, 

And bid ebborrence hits it round the world. 
Blame not thy chme, nor chide the diſtant ſun; : 
The ſun is innocent, thy clime abſolv'd: 
Luinoral chmes kind nature never made. 

The cauſe L ſing, in Eden might prevail, 

And proves, It is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The ſoul of man (let man in homage bow, 
Who names his ful), a native of the tkies! 
High-born, and free, her freedom ſhould maintain, 
Unſold, unmortgag'd for earth's little bribes, 
Th' illuſtrious ſtranger, in this foreign land, 


S 


Like ſtrangers, jealous of her dignity, 


Studious of home, and ardent to return, 


Of carib ſuſpicious, earth's inchanted cup 


With cool reſerve light touching, ſhould indulge, 


On immortality, her godlike taſte; 
There take Jar 


ge draughts : wake her chief banquet 


But ſome reject this ſuſtenance divine; [ there, 
To beggarly vile appetites deſcend ; 


Alſk alms of earth, for gueits that came from heav'n ! 


Sink into flaves ; and ſell, tor preſent hire, 
Their rich reverſion, and (what ſhares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who {ways 
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. This nether world. And when his 1 fail, 
1 When his tou] baſket gorges them no more 
Or their pall'd palates oath the baſket fall; 
1 Are inſtantly, with wild demoniac rage, 
1 For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
1 And bur ling their confinement ; tho? fait barr'd 
By laws divine and human; guarded ſtrong 
g With Forrorg doubled to defend the paſs, 
5 The blackett, zature, or dire guilt can rain 
4 And moated round with fathomleſs deſructhion, 
„ Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 
| Such, Britons { is the cauſe, to you unknown, 
. Or worſe, o'erlook'd by magiſtrates, 
| Tous criminals themſelves. I grant the deed. 
Is madneſs; but the madneſs of the heart. 
And what is that? Our utmoit bound of guilt; 
A ſenſual, unreflecting life, is big 
With monſtrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break. 
Heav'n's law ſupreme, and deſperately ruſh 
Thro' facred nature's murder, on their own, 
Becauſe they never 7hznk of death, they die. 
its equally man's duty, glory, gain, 
At once to ſhun, and meditate, his end. 
When by the bed of languiſhment we ſit, 
(The ſeat of wiſdom ! if our choice, not fate 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguith hang, 
Wipe the cold dew, or itay the linking head, 
Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock, 
tart at the voice of an Eternity; _ 
See the dim lamp of life juſt ſeebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, | 
Then fink again, and quiver into death, 
That moſt pathetic herald of our own; i 
How read we ſuch iad ſcenes? As ſent to man 8 
In perfect vengeance? No; in pity ſent, } 
To melt him down, like wax, and then impreſs, | 1 
Indelible, deaths image on his heart; 


Bleeding | 
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Bleeding for others, trembling for himſelf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we {mile. 

The mind turns fog, before the cheek is ary. 

Our quick-returning /{ly cancels all; 

As the tide ruthing rates what is writ 

In yielding ſands, and ſmooths the letter'd ſhore, 
Log NZZ O! haſt thou ever weigh'd a /igh 

Or ſtudy'd the philoſophy of tears ? 

(A ſcience, yet unlectur'd in our ſchools ! | 

Haſt thou deſcended deep into the breait, 

And {een their ſource ? If not, deſcend with me, 

And trace theſe briny riv'lets to their ſprings. 
Our fun'ral tears, from diffrent cauſes, rite. 

As ii from ſep'rate ciſterns in the ſoul, 

Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts, 

By ſoſt contagion call'd, ſme burit at once, 

And ſtream obſequious to the leading eye. 

Some aſk more time, by curious art diſtill'd. 

Some hearts, in ſecret hard, unapt to melt, 

Struck by the magic of the public eye, 

1 Like Moszs' ſmitten rock, guſh out amain. 

1 Some weep to ſhare the fame of the deceas'd, 

þ So high in merit, and to them ſo dear. 

; They dwell on praiſes, which they think they ſhare ; 

: And thus, without a bluſh, commend Themlelves. 
Some mourn, in proof, that ſomething they could love: 
They weep not to relieve their grief, but he. 
Some weep in perfect juſtice to the dead, 

As conſcious all their love 1s in arrear. 
Some miſchievouſly weep, not unappris'd, 
Tears, ſometimes, aid the conqueit of an eye. 
With what addreſs the ſoft Epheſfans draw 

Their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts! 

] As feen thro? chryſtal, how their roſes glow, 

| While leg, peart runs trickling down their cheek ? 

Of her's not prouder Zgypt's wanton queen, | 

3 Carouſing gems, herſelf diſſolv'd in love. 

Some Weep at death, abitracied from the dead, 


And 
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And celebrate, like CxarLzs, their own deceaſe. 
By kind conſtruction ſome are deem'd to weep, 
Becauſe a decent veil conceals their joy. Y 
| Some weep in earneſt, and yet weep in vain; ; 7 
8 As deep in indiſcretion, as in woe. 
| Paſſion, blind paſſion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deſerve more; while reaſon ſleeps; 
_ Or gazes like an idiot, enn 4 | 
| Nor comprehends the meaning of the ſtorm ; 
Knows not it ſpeaks to her, and her alone. 
Trraticnals all ſorrows are beneath, 
That noble gift ! that privilege of man 
From ſorroab's pang, the birth of endleſs joy. 
But theſe are barren of that birth divine: 
They weep impetuous, as the ſummer ſtorm, 
And full as ſhort ! The cruel grief ſoon tam'd, 
They make a paſtime of the ſtingleſs tale ; 
Far as the deep reſounding knell, they ſpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly Rei it more. 
No grain of wiſdom pays them for their awoe. 
Halt-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by death 
Are ſpent in wat'ring. vanities of life; 
In making iy flouriſh ſtill more fair. 
When the ſick ſoul, her wonted ſtay a nen b 
Reclines on earth, and ſorrows in the duſt; : 
Inſtead of learning, there, her true ſupport, Po 
Tho' there thrown down her true ſupport to learn, 
Without heav'n's aid, impatient to be bleſt, 
She crawls to the next ſhrub, or bramble vile, 
Tho' from the ſtately cedar's arms ſhe fell; 
With ſtale, forſworn embraces, clings anew, 
The ſtranger weds, and bloſſoms, as before, 
In all the fruitleſs fopperies of life: 
Preſents her weed, well fancy'd, at the ball, 
And railes for the deaths head on the ring. 
So wept AUREL14, till the deſtin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making ſmiles, 


And blanching ſables into bridal bloom. 
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$9 wept LORENZO fair CLARISSA's fate; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth! 
Not ſuch, NAR cissà, my diſtreis for Thee. 
Jl make an altar of thy tacred tomb, 
To ſacrifice to wiſdom. — What waſt Thou? 
« Touns, gay, and fortunate” Each yields a theme. 
L' dwell on each, to ſhun thought more ſevere; 
(Heav'n knows I labour with ſeverer {ill !) 
PY dwell on each, and quite exhault thy death, 
A. ſoul without reflection, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 
And, firſt, thy yourh. What ſays it to grey hairs ! 
Narciss4, I'm become % pupil ü e 
Early, bright, tranſient, chaſte, as morning dew, 


She ſparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heav'n. 


Time on this head has ſnow'd ; yet ſtill'tis borne 
Aloft; nor thinks but on anether's grave. 
Cover'd with ſhame 1 ſpeak it, age ſevere _ 

Old worn-out vice ſets down for virtue fair 
With graceleſs gravity, chaſtiſing youth, 

That youth chaſtis'd ſurpaſſing in a fault, 


Father of all, forgetfulneſs of death; 


As if, like objects preſſing on the ſight, 

Death had advanc'd too near us to be ſeen : 

Or, that life's loan ze ripen'd into right 

And men might plead preſcription from the grave; 

Deathleſs, from repetition of reprieve. | 

Deathleſs? far from it! ſach are dead already; 

Their hearts are bury'd, and the world their grave, 
Tell me, ſome god! my guardian angel! tell, 

What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 

The phantom of an age 'twixt us, and death 

Already at the door? He knocks, we hear, 

And yet we will not hear, What mail defends 

Our untouch'd hearts? What miracle turns off 


The pointed thought, which from a thouſand quivers | 


Is daily darted, and is daily thunn'd ? 
| Ve 
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We ſtand, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling; wounded oft ourſelves; 
Tho? bleeding with our wounds, immortal ſtill! 
We ſee time's furrows on another's brow, _ 
And death intrench'd, preparing his aſſault; 
How few themſelves, in that juſt mirror, ſee ! 
Or, ſeeing, draw their inference as ſtrong ! 
There death is certain; doubtful here: He uu, 
And ſoon; We may, within an age, expire. 


Tho grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 


Like damag'd docks, whoſe hand and bell diſſent; 

Folly ſings Six, while nature points at Twelve. 
Abſurd longevity ! More, More, it cries-: 

More life, more wealth, more traſh of ev'ry kind. 

And wherefore mad for more, when reliſh fails ? 

ect, and appetite, mult club for joys; 

Shall V labour hard to mend the bow, 

Baubles, I mean, that ſtrike us from without, 

While nature is relaxing ev'ry firing ? 

Aſk thought for joy; grow rich, and hoard within. 

Think you the ſoul, when this life” s rattles ceaſe, 

Has nothing of more manly to ſucceed ? 

Contract the taſte immortal; learn ev'n Now 

To reliſh what alone ſubſiſts hereafter. 

Divize, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 

Of age the glory is, to wh to die. 

That with is praiſe, and promiſe ; it applauds : 

Paſt life, and promiſes our future bliſs. 

What weakneſs ſee not children in their fires ? 

Grand-clmacterical abſurdities! 

Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth, 

How ſhocking : It makes folly thrice a fool 

And our firſt childhood, might our lait deſpiſe, 

Peace and e/teem is all that age can hope. 

Nothing but wwi/dom gives the fit; the laſt, 

Nothing, but the repute of being wiſe. 

Folly bars both; our age is quite undone. 

What folly can be ranker ? Like our ſhadows, 

Our 
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Our wiſhes lengthen, as our ſan declines. 

No with thould loiter, % en, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts thould leave the world, before the knell | 
Calls for our carcaſes to mend the ſoil, 

Enough to live in tempeit, die in port; 

Ace ſhould fly concourſe, cover in retreat 

Petects of judoment ; and the wilPs ſu bdue; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, ſolemn ſhore 

Of that vaſt ocean it muſt ſail ſo ſoon ; 

And put geod-wris on board; and wait the wind 
That ſhortly blows us into worlds unknown; 

If unconſider'd too, a dreadful ſcene ! 

All thould be prophets to themſelves ; toreſee 
Their future ; their future foretaſte ; 
This art would waſte the bitterneſs of Sint 
The fhougbt of death alone, the fear deſtroys. 

A diſaffection to that precious thought 
Is more than Yeiadnight darkneſs on the ſoul, 
Which ileeps beneath it, on a preciprce, 
Puff'd off by the firſt blaſt, and loſt for ever. 
Doſt aſk, Lozzxzo, why fo warmly preſt, 
By repetition hammer'd on thine ear, 
The thought of death? That thought is the OR TRIS 
'The grand machine! that heaves us from tae duſt, 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'd home, 


Will ſoon reduce the ghaſtly precipice 


O'er-hanging hell, will ſoften the deſcent, 
And gently ilope our paſſage to the grave; 
How warmly to be witht ! What heart of ien 
Would trifle with tremendous? dare extremes? 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite? What hand, 
Beyond the blackeit brand of ceuture bold, 
(To ſpeak a language % well known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its All to chance, 
And /famp the die for an et ernity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa! aid me to keep pace 
With deſliny; and ere her ſciſſars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 5 
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Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 

Sring thou my flumb'ring reaſcz to ſend forth 

A thou; ght of obſervation on the foe ; 

To fally ; ; and ſurvey the rapid march 

Of his ten thouſand meſſengers to man; 

Who, Jenv-like, behind him turns them all, 

All accident apart, by nature fign'd, 

My warrant is gone out, tho? dormant yet; 

Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Muſt 1 then forward only look for death? 

Backward I turn mine ey e, and find him there. 

Man is a ſelf- ſurvivor ev'ry year. 

Man, like a ſtream, is in perpetual flow. 

Death's a deſtroyer of quotidian prey. 

My youth, my noon-tide, His; my yeſterday ; 

24 he bold invader ſhares the preſent our. 
Each moment on the former ſhuts the grave. 

While man is growing, life is in decreats 3 ; 

And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 

Our birth is nothing but our death begun; 

As tapers waſte, that inſtant they take fire. 
Shall we then fear, leſt that ſhould come to paſs, 

Which comes to paſs each moment of our lives? 

If fear we mult, let ht death turn us pale, 


Which murders ſfrength and ardour ; what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 


Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! 
Thougghtleſs of death, but when your neighbours knell 
{Rude viſitant !) knocks hard at your dull ſenſe, 
And with its thunder ſcarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme, in ev'ry place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires |! 
A brother tomb to tell you you ſhall die. 
That death you dread (ſo great is nature's ſkill!) 
Know, you ſhall court before you ſhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd; in volumes, deep you fit ; 


In wifdom, ſhallow : Pompous i ignorance! 


Wou'd you be {till more + learned, than the learn'd! 
Learn 


ell 
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Learn well to know how much need not be known, 
And what that 4-1w/edge, which impairs your /. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 


Utihedg'd, lies open in life's common field; 


And bids all welcome to the vital feaſt. 


You ſcorn what lies before you in the page 


Of zature, and experience, moral truth; 

Of indiſpenſable, eternal fruit; 

Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods: 
And dive in ſcience for diitirgvitht names, 


Diſhoneſt fomentation of your pride; 


Sinking in virtue, as you riſe in fame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 


Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, 


Frozen at heart, while ſpeculation ſhines. 

Awake, ye curious indagators! fond 

Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 

It you would learn death's character, attend. 

All caſts of conduct, all degrees of healch, 

All dies of for tune, and all dates of age, 

Together ſhook in his impartial urn, 

Come forth at random: Or, if choice is made, 

The choice is quite farcaſtic, and inſults 

All bold conjecture, and fond hopes of man. 

What countleſs multitudes not only leave, 

Put deeply diſappoint us, by their deaths ! 

Tho? great our forrow, greater our ſurprize. 
Like other tyrants, death delights to ſmite, 

What, ſmitten, moſt proclaims the pride of puw'r, 

And arbitrary nod. His joy ſupreme, 

To bid the wretch ſurvive the fortunare ; 

The feeble wrap th? athletic in his ſhroud; 

And weeping fathers buiid their childrens tomb : 

Me Thine, Naxc1ss4a !—What tho? ſhort thy date? 

Virtue, not rolling ſuns, the mind matures. 

That life is long, which anſwers life's great end. 

The time that bears no fruit, deſerves no name; 

The man of wiſdom is the man of years. 
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In hoary youth MErhusalzus may die; 

© how ji ted on their flatt'ring tombs ! 
NaxrcissA's youth has lectur'd me thus far. 

And can her gaiely give counſel too? 

That, like the Fews fam'd oracle of gems, 

Sparkles inſtruction; ſuch as throws new light, 

And opens more the character of death 

III known to thee, LORENZO]! Thir thy vaunt : 


« Give death his due, the wretched, and the old; 


« Ev'n let him ſweep his rubbiſh to the grave; 
& Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 

« But own man born to live as well as die.“ 
[retched and eld thou giv'ſt him; young and gay 
Ile takes; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 


What it L prove, „The fartheſt from the /ear, 


« Are often neareſt to the /froke of Fate?“ 
All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life: 
As it brigfit embers ſhould emit a flame, 
Glad ſpirits ſparkled from Narcissa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppoſites wage endleſs war, | 
For this offence, as treaſon to the deep 
Inviolable ſtupor of his reign, 
Where li, and turbulent ambition, fleep, 
Deatb took ſwift vengeance. As he life deteſts, 
More life 1s {till more odious; and, reduc'd 
By conqueſt, aggrandizes more his pow'r 
But wherefore aggrandiz'd? By heav'n's decree, 
To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 
In aweful expectation of our end. 
Thus runs death's dread commiſſion : * Strike, but /, 
As molt alarms the living by the dead.“ 
Hence /fratagem delights him, and ſurprize, 
And cruel {port with man's ſecurities. 
Not ſimple conqueſt, triumph is his aim; 
And, where leatt fear'd, there conqueſt triumphs moſt. 
Thi proves my bold aſſertion not too bold, 


What 
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What are his arts to lay our fears aſleep | ? 
Tiberian arts his purpoſes wrap up 
In deep diſſimulation's darkeſt night. 
Like princes unconfeſt in foreign courts, 
Who travel under cover, death afſumes 
The name and look of ie, and dwells among us. 
He takes all ſhapes that ſerve his black deſigns ; 
Tho? maſter of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew. 
Like Vero, he's a fidler, charioteer, 
Or drives his phaetor, in female guiſe; 
28 unſuſpected, till, the wheel beneath, 

is diſarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moſt affects the forms leaſt like himſelf, 
His flender ſelf. {Hence burly corpulence 
Is his familiar wear, and ſleek diſguiſe. 
Behind the roſy bloom he loves to lurk, 
Or ambuſh in a ſmile ; or wanton dive 
In dimples deep ; love's eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and ſink them in deſpair. 
Zuch, on Narci1ss4's couch he loiter'd long 
Unknown ; and, when detected, ſtill was ſeen 
To ile; ſuch peace has innocence in death! 


Mott happy they! whom leaſt his arts deceive. 


One eye on death, and one full fix'd on Heav'n, 


Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 


Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous ſpy, 
I've ſeen, or dreamt I ſaw, the tyrant dreſs ; 
Lay by his horrors, and put on his ſmiles. 

Say, muſe, for thou remember'it, call it back, 


And ſthew Lorenzo the ſurpriſing ſcene 


If 'twas a dream, his genius can explain. 
"Twas in a circle of the gay I ſtood. = 
Death would have enter'd ; Nature puſht him back ; 


Supported by a doctor of renown, 


His point he gain'd. Then artfully diſriſt 
The age f op death deſign'd to be conceal d. 
He gave an old vivacious v/urer 


E His 
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His meagre aſpect, and his naked bones; 

In gratitude for plump! ng up his Prey, 

A pamper' d fperdthrift ; whoſe fantaſtic air, 
Well. ſalkion? d figure, and cockaded brow, 


Ie took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of cottly linen, tuck'd his filthy ſhroud. 


His crooked bow he flraften'd to a cane; 4 

And hid his deadly ſhafts n Mrza's eye. 
Ihe dreadful maſquerader, thus equipt, 

Out-ſallres on e Aſk vou where 

Where is he not! For his peculiar u 

13 

7 


et this To tic e; ſure as night follows day, | 
-ath treads in ple aft ire*s footiteps round the world, ; 
hen pleaſure treads the paths, which reaſon ſhuns. : 
When, againſt regen 4 rict thuts- the door, . 
And galety ſupplies the place of ne, — 
Then, toremolt at the bang uet, and the ball, | 
Heath leads the dance, or ta amps the deadly die; . 
Nor ever fails the midnight bow! to croven. 
Gu uy carouſing to his gay XOmpeers, | . 
{::!y he laughs, to ſee them laugh at him, 
As abſent tar: And when the revel burns, f 
When fear is banitht, and triumphant thought, 4 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 3 
Acai + him turns the key; and bids him ſup 
With their progenitors—He drops his maſk ; 
Frowns Out at Tull; they tart, deſpair, expire. 
Scarce with mor e {ſudden terror and tur prize, 
From bis black ma{que of nitre, touch'd by fire, 
He burſts, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
\nd 1s not this tr wumpRant treachery, 


And more than frinple C0104" , in the fend ? 


2 
+44 
4 
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And now, LORENZO, d of 75 10U wrap thy ſoul 
In-wwitiecurity, becauſe unknown 


V. hich moment is commiſſion'd to deftroy ? ö 
In ats uncertainty thy danger lies. 

Is death uncertain? Therefore Thou be flxt; ; N 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear, j 
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As an accomplice, play'd her gaudy plumes, 
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All expetation of the coming ſoe. 

Rouie, ſtand in arms, nor lean againſt thy ſpear: 

Left {ſlumber ſteal one moment Gert! ay tou}, 

And /atc {urpr ize thee nodding. Watch, pe ena 

Thus give each day the merit, nd Fenown 

Or dviag * ell; ; tho? doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let life's rie hidden (as from moſt} 

Hide too fc om Thee the precious % of life. 
Early, not tudden, was Narcissa's fate. 

Soon, not ſurpriting, death his vitit paid. 

Her thought) went forth to meet him on his war 

Nor gatety forgot it was to die: 

Tho” fortune too (our third and final theme), 

And ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw, on her ſight, 

To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 


And ev'ry thought that miſſes it, is blind. 


Fortune, with youth and gazety, conſpir'd 
Jo weave a triple wreath of happineſs 
(If happineſs on earth) to crown her brow. | 
And conld death char ge thro? ſuch a ſhining ſhield ? 

That fhining {hield invites the tyrant's ſpear, 
As if to damp our elevated aims, 
And ſtrongly preach humility to man. 
O how portentous is proſperity ! 
How, comet -like, it threatens, while it ſhines ! 
Few years but yield us proof of deat/'s ambition, 
Jo cull his victims from the faireſt fold, 
And ſheath his thatts in all the pride of life. 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry bliſs, 
Set up in oſtentation, made the gaze, 
Ihe gaudy centre, of the public eye, 
When Hrtune thus has toſs'd her child in air, 
Snatcht from the covert of an humble ſtate, 
How etten have I ſeen him dropt at once, 

ur morning's envy ! and our ev'ning's ſigh ! 
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As if her bonnties were the ſignal giv'n, 
Ihe fow'ry wreath to mark the ſacrifice, 
And call death's arrows on the deſtin'd prey. 
Fizh fortune ſeæms in cruel league with fate. 
A ſi vou for What? To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuſtrious ſpoll ; 
"Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo ſtill for the ſublime 
Of life? to hang his airy neſt on high, 
On the ſight timber of the topmoſt bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall? 
Gr anting grim death at equal diſtance there; 
Tet peace begins juſt where ambition ends. 
V/hat makes man wretched ? Happineſs deny'd? 
Jozenzo! no: 'Tis happinels di/doin'd. 
/e comes too meanly dreſt to win-our ſmile; 
And calls herſelf Content, a homely name! 
Gur flame is Hanſport, and content our ſcorn. 
Ambition turns, and ſhuts the door againſt ners 
And weds a teil, a tempeſt, i in her ſtead; | 
A tempet to warm tranſport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ſtate admits, 
Life's modelt ; joys ve ruin, while we raiſe; 
And all our ceſtaſies are wounds to peace; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 
And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! 
Of fortune fond! as thoughtlets of thy fate! 
As late I drew death's picture, to itir up 
Thy wholiome fears; now, drawn in contraſt, ſee. 
Gay fartune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
Sec, high in air, the ſportive goddeſs hangs, 
Unlocks her caſket, ſpreads her glittering ware, 
And calls the giòdy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All ruth rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends ; 
Sons o'er their fathers, ſubjects o'er their kings, 
Pricſts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still ore ador'd) to ſnatch the golden ſhow'r. 
Gold 
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Gold glitters moſt, where virtue ſhin2s no more ; j 
As ſtars from abſent ſuns have leave to ſhine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from the priſons, and the ſtews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in therr 1dols? praiſe; 

All, ardent, eye each wafture of her h. ind; 

And, wide- expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morſel on morſel {wallow down png d, 
Untalſted, thro' mad appetite for more 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav 'nous ſtill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the ſmalleſt game, 

And bold to ſeize the greateit. If (bleſt chance!) 
Court-zephy rs ſweetly breathe, they launch, they fs 
O'er juſt, o'er ſacred, all-forbidden ground, 
Drunk with the burning ſcent of place or pow'r, 
Staunch to the foot of Jucre, till they di e. 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 

Their manners, chou their various fates ſurvey. 
With aim miſ- meaſur'd, and impetuous {pecd, 
Some parting, ſtrike their ardent with far off, 
Thro' fury to poſſeſs it: Some ſucceed, 

But ſtumble, and let fall the taken prize. 

From /ome, by ſadden.blalts, *tis wairPd aways 
And lodg” d in boſoms that ne'er dreamt of gain, 
To fome i it ſticks ſo cloſe, that, when torn off, 

Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 

Sone, O'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad, 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread, 
Together /3»e (unhappy rivals!) feige, 

And rend abundance into poverty; 

Loud croaks the raven of the law, and ſmiles : 
OMyYes too the goddeſs; but lmiles moſt at thote, 
(Juſt victims of exorbitant det:re ! | 

Who perith at their own requeſt, and, whelm'd 
Kencarh her load of lavith grants, expire, 
Fortune is famous for her numbers ſlain, 

The number ſmall, which happineſs can bear. 

Tho' various tor à while their tates ; at laſt 
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Jie curſe involves them all: At death's approach, 
All read their riches backward into lots, 

And mourn, in juſt proportion to their ſtore. 

And death's approach (if orthodox my ſong) 

Is haſten'd by the lure of /orturne's ſmiles. 

And art thou ſtill a glutton of bright gold? : 

and art thou ſtill rapacious of thy ruin? 

Death loves a ſhining mark, a ſignal blow; 

” blow, which, w hile i it executes; alarms; 
And ſtartles thouſands with a ſingle fall. 

5 when ſome ſtately growth of oak, or pine, 
Wich nods aloft, and Proudly ſpreads her ſhade, 
The ſun's 3 and the flock's defence; 

5 y the ſtrong ftrokes of lab'ring hinds ſubdu'd, 
Loud groans her laft, and, ruſhing from her heigh t. 
In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground: 

"ke conſcious foreſt trembles at the ſhock, 
And hill, and ſtream, and diſtant dale, reſound. 

Theſe high aim'd darts of death, and thete alone, 

© ould I collect, my quiver would be ſull. 
A auiver, which, tuſpended in mid air, 

Or near heavin's archer, in the zodiack, hung, 

(So could it be) H] draw the public eye, 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind! 

* conftellati on awful, yet benign, 

"Fo guide the gay through life's tempeſtuous wave 3 ; 
Nor luffer them to ſtrike the common rock, ; 
„From greater danger to grow more ſecure, 
And, wrapt in happineſs, forget their fate.“ 

wy SAR DE y Happy palt the common lot, 

Was varn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 

He woo'd this fait AsPASIA: She was kind: 
In yourh, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleſt: 
Hall who Knew, envy'd; yet in envy lov'd ; 
Can fancy form more finiſhed happineſs ? 

Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ſtately dome 
Rofe on the icuneing beach. The glittering ſpires 
Float in the wave, and break againſt the ſhore : : 
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So break thoſe glitt'ring ſhadows, human joys. 
The faithleſs morning ſmil'd: he tures His leave, 
Tore- embrace, in ecſtaſies, at eve. | 
The riling cor mt; orbids. Vac news arrives: 
Untold, the ſaw eit in her ſervant's eye. 
She fe elt it ſeen (her r heart was apt to tel); 
And, drown'd, without the ur 1015S Ocean's aid, 
* juffocati: ag ſorrows, {tares his tonb. 
Now, round the ſumptuous, br dats n e 
The guilty billows ianocently roar 
And the rough ſa 110r paſſing, drops a tear. 
A tear Can tears ſufſice But not for ne. 
How vain our e Horte ! and our arts, how vain! 
The diſtant train of thought 1 OKs to hun, 
Hus thrown me on my f. ite 7 % died together; 
Happy 1 in ruin! a73i7v07'd by de uk | 
Or ne'er to meet, or ne'er to part, is peace 
Naxcissa ! Pity bleeds at thouglit of thee. 
Yet thou waſt only near me; not 9 /o!f; 
Survive myſelf ?—Thaz cures all other wee. 
NaRrciss4 lives; PHILANDER is 0 
O the ſoft commerce | O the tender Be 
Cloſe-twiſted with the fibres of the heart ! 
Which, broken, break them ; and drain off tha foul 
Of human joy; and make it pain to live 


And Is It then to live? When /uch triends part, * 
if 
'Lis the ſurvivor dies- My heart, no more. | 
0 
D OCD | 
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NIGHT the SIXTH 


1 H E 
IN FIDEL Reclaimed. 
IN TWO PARTS 


CONTAINING 
The NaTURE, PRooF, and IMPORTANCE, of 
IMMORTALTT:-Y: 
PART THE FIRST. 
Wherep 2mong other Things, GLory and Ri- 
- CHES are particularly conſidered. 


To 1 RIGHT HONOURABLE 


EEE N R N P E L H A M, 


Firſt LoRD Commiss10NER of the Trrasuky, and 
CHANCELLOR of the ExcCHEQuERs 


FE I ages have bien deeper in diſpute about b 
than this. The diſpute about religion, and the prac- 

tice if it, ſeldom go together. The ſbarter, therefore, the 
diſpute, the better. 1 think it may be reduc'd to ths Jingle 
gueſtion, Is man immortal, or is he not? Ve i not, "all 
ur diſputes are mere amuſements, or trials of ſkill. In this 
caſe, truth, reaſon, religion, which give our diſcourſes 
ſuch pomp and ſolesunity, are (as will be ſhewn ) mere 7255 

| | | foun 
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found, without any meaning in them. But if man is immor- 
ral, it will beho5ve him to be very ſerious about eternal conſe- 
quences ; or, in other words, to be truly religious. And this 
great fundamental truth, ungſtabliſhed, or unawaken'd in 
the minds of men, is, I conceive, the real ſource and ſupport 
cf all our infidelity ; how remote foever the particular es- 
tions advanced may ſeem to be from it. 


Senſible appearances affect moſt men much more than 


abſtract reaſonings; ; and we daily ſee bodies drop around 
us, but the foul zs anviſible. The power which inclination 
has over the judgment, is greater than can be well conceived 
by thoſe that have not had an experience of it ; and of what 
rumvers is it the ſad intereſt that foul, Jhauld rot ſurvive l 


The heathen world confeſſed, that they rather hoped, than 


firmly believed zmmsortality! And how many heathens have 
eve ſtill among ſi us ! The ſacred page aſjures us, that life 


and immortality is brought to liokt by the Goſpels but by 


how many is the Goſpel rejected, or overl9*ed! From theſe 
confi derations, and from my being, accideiitally, privy to 
the ſentiments of ſome particular perſons, J have been long 
per ſuaded that maſt, if not all, our infidels (whatever name 


they take, and whatever ſcheme, for argument” s fake, and 
to keep themfelves i in countenance, they patronize are / 45 


ported in their deplorable error, by ſome doubt of their im— 


mortality, at the bottom. And I am ſatisjied, that men. 


ojice thoroughly convinced of their immortality, are not fav 
from being Chriſtians.. For it is hard lo conceive, that 4 
man fall conſcious eternal pain or happineſs will certainly 
be his lot, ſhould not earneſtly, and impartially, inquire A 

ter the ſureſt means of eſcaping one, and ſecuring the other. 
And of ſuch an earneſt and impartial inquiry, I well now 
the conſequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this moſt fundamental truth, 
fome plain arguments are offered ; arguments derived from 
principles which Infidels admit in common with Believers ; 
arguments, which appear to me altogether irręſiſible; and 
fuch as, I am ſatisfied, will have great weight with all, 
W290 give themſelves the ſmall trouble of lookins 40 roufly 41:5 
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to their gaun boſems, and of obſerving, with any tolerable 


depree of attention, what daily paſſes round about them in 
the evorld. If fome arguments ſhall, here, occur, which 
others Fave declined, they are ſubmitted, with all deference, 
tr better judgments in this,of all points the moſt important. 
fer, as to the Beingef a God, that is ns longer diſputed 
but it is undiſputed for this reafon only 5 viz. becauſe, 
here the leaf} pretence to reaſon is admitted, it muſt for 
ter be indiſputable. Aud of conſequence no man can be 


betrayed into a diſpute cf that nature by vanity ; which 
' as princ Ther. /hare ir animating gur modern combatants 


go aint other articles of our Beli“ f 


ow CW TY OOO — — 


—_— 


HE“ (for I know not yet her name in heav'n) 
k Not early, like Nascissa, left the ſcene ;_ 
5 8 ſudden, like PilAN DER. What avail? 
iis ſeeming mitigation but inflames; 
:1is fancy'd med'cine heightens the diſeaſe. 
The longer | known, the cloſer ſtill the grew; 
And gradual parting is 4 gradual death. 
21 is the grim ty rant s engine, which extorts, 
5 tardy preiture's ſtill increaſing weight, 
rem kardetſt hearts, confeſſion of diſtreſs. 
O the 1099 

 Death's gall iy! (wight 1 dare to call it fo) 
With alt ma ut, and fable ter or, hung ; j 
Sick hopes pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray: 
There, ſate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 
by 1 bid felf<love irſelt to Latter, there. 

How. oft I gaz'd, propa zuUCcally ſad ! 

How oft I ſaw her dead, while yet in ſmiles! 
n Cniles the ſunk Jer grief to Iciien mine. 
She ſpoke me comfort, aud increas'd my pain. 
Ike powerful armies trenching at a town, 
Ey low, and ſilent, but reſiſtleſs ſap, 

2 21s pale progrels gently gaining ground, 


© 


'F * 


» Referring to Night the fifth. 
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, dark approach through years of pain, 


Death 
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Death urg'd his deadly ſiege ; in ſpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleſhags nature lends 
_ To ſuccour frail humanity. Ye ttars ! | 1 
(Not now ii made familiar to my ſight) 
And thou, O moon! bear witnels ; many a night 
Ile tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down my ſore attention to the ſhock, 
By ceaſcleſs depredations on a life 
Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poſt N 
Of obſervation ! darker ev'ry hour! | 
Leſs dread the day that drove me to the brink, | 
And pointed at eternity below; | i 
When my ſoul ſhudder'd ar futurity 3 ' 
When, on a moment's point, th' important dy e f 
Of life and death ſpun doubttul, ere it tell, 
And turn'd up life; my title to more Woe. . 
But w hy more woe? More comfort let it be. | 
Nothing is dead, but that which wilh'd to „„ 9 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednels and pain; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall? 4, 1 
Block'd up the paſs, and barr'd from real li / 
Where dwells Vat with molt ardent of the wiſe ? 
Joo dark the 1un to fee it; higheſt ſtars 
Too low to reach it; death, great deut alone, 
O'er ſtars and ſun, triumphant, lands us there, 
Nor dreadful our franſitiaon; theugh the mind, 
An artiſt at creating ſeli-alarms, ; 
Rich in expedients for inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadiul. Who can take | N 
Death's portrait true? The tyrant never ſat. N 
Our tketch all random ſtrokes, conjecture all; 


Clote ſhuts the grave, nor tells one fingle tale. ; 
Death, and his image riling in the brain, | 


Bear taint relemblance ; never are alike ; 
Lear thakes the pencil; fancy loves excels 3 


| Dark zgnorance is laviſh of her thades : 
5 And theſe the formidable picture draw. [ 
But grant the work ; *tis paſt; new proſpects riſe ; | 
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And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 

Far other views our contemplation claim, 

Views that o'erpay the rigors of our life; 

Views that ſuſpend our agonies in death. 

Wrapt in the thought of z7m:mortality, 

Wrapt in the ſingle, the triumphant thought ! 
Long life might lapſe, age unperceiv'd come on 


And find the ſoul unſmed with her theme. 


Its nature, prof, importance, fire my ſong. 


() that my ſong could emulate my foul !' 
Like her, immortal. No !—the ſoul diſdains 
A mark ſo mean; far nobler hope inflames ; 
If endleſs ages can out tweig! h an hour, 
Let not the /aurel, but the palm, aſpire. 

Thy nature, immortality who knows? 
And yet who knows it not? It is but life 


11 ſtronger thread of brighter colour ſpun, 


And ſpun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 

in SHgian dye, how blacks, how brittle here . 

{2cw mort our corr eſpondence with the ſun! 
And while it laſts, inglorious ! Our beſt deeds, 
How wanting in their weight! Our higheſt joys 
Small cordials to ſupport us in our pain, 

And give us ſtrength to ſuffer. But how great 
'To mingle int'r eſts, converſe, amities, 

With all the ſons of reaſon, ſcatter'd wide 
Through habitable ſpace, where- ever born, 
Howe'er endow'd! Fo live tree citizens 

Ot auger nature! Lo lay hold 

Dy more than feeble A on the Supreme! 

Po call Dao n's rich Unfathomable mines 
(Mines, which ſupport archangels in their ſtate ) 
Our own ! To riſe in ſcience, as in bliſs, 
Initiate in the ſecrets of the ſkies ! 

To read creation; read its wignt plan, 

In the bare boſom of the Deity ! 

1527 plan, and execution, to collate ! 

70 ſee, betore each glance of piercing thought, 


All 


5 m 
ö > 
£ 


ee eee 


Vargas e ee . | 


n 


r be. 1 ly l 


n D 


The IN FIDEL RECLAIMED» 109 


All cloud, all ſhadow, blown remote; and leave. 
No myltery—but that of Love Divine, 
Which lifts us on the ſeraph's flaming wing, 
From earth's ace/Jama, this field of blood, 
Ot inward anguith, and of outward ill, 
From darkneſs, and from duit, to ſuch a ſcene ! 
Love's element! true joy's illuitrious home! 
From earth's fad contraſt (now deplor'd) more fair! 
What exquiſite viciſſitude of fate! 
Bleſt abſolution of our blackeſt hour! 
LoRENEZO, thele are thoughts that make man Man. 
The wiſe illumine, aggrandize the great. 
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred clod, 
And ev'ry moment tear to fink beneath 
The clod e tr eats ſoon trodden by our ſons) | 
How great, in the wild whirl of in's purſuits, | 
To ſtop, and pauſe; involv'd in high preſage, 
Thro' the long viſto of a thouſand years, 
To ſtand contemplating our diſtant ſelves, 
As in a magnifying mirror ſeen, 
Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine! 
TO propheſy our own ſuturities; 


To gaze in thought on what all rhought tranſcends ! } 


To talk with teHow-candidates, ot joys 

As far beyond conception as deſert, 

Ourſelves th? aſtoniſh'd talkers, and the tale! 
 Lorxtx2o, ſwells thy boſom at the thought? 

The wer becomes thee : ? Tis an honeit pride. 

Revere thyſelt ;—and yet thyſelf deſpite, | 

His 5 are no man can o'er-rate; and none | 

Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed, | | 

Nor there be modeſt, where thou thould' it be proud; 

That almoſt univerſal error ſhun. 

IIOoW 74/7 our pride, when we behold thye heights ! 

Noc thoſe ambition paints in air, ws thoſe 

Neaſon points out, and ardent virtue gains; 

And angels emulate ; our pride how Jul ! 

When mount we: When theſe ſhackles caſt?! When 

This 
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This- cell of the creation? This ſmall neſt, 

Stuck in a corner of the univerſe, 

Wrapt up in Hzecy cloud, and fine-ſpun air? 
Fine-ſpun to ſenſe; but groſs and feculent 

To ſouls celeſtial ; ſouls. or dain'd to breathe 
Ambroſial gales, and drink a pea ky ; 

Greatly triumphant on 7?/7:2's ey her hore, 

Where virtue? reigns, enrich'd with full arrears ; . 


While pomp imperial begs an * of peace. 


In empire high, or in proud ſcience deep, 
Ye born of earth! on what can you confer, 


With half the dignity, with halt the gain, 


p = . . S 
The guit, the glow, of rational delight, 


As on His theme, which angels praiſe and ſhare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heaven. 
What wretched repetition cloys us here / 

V hat periodic potions for the fick |! 


Diſtemper'd bodies! and dittemper'd minds! 


In an Eternity, what ſcenes ſhall ſtrike! 


Adventures thicken! novelties ſur prize! 


What webs of wonder ltallunray 5 there ! 


What full day pour on all the paths of heaven, 


And light ti Almighty's footſteps in the deep! 
How thall the bletied day of our diſcharge 
Unwind, at once, the Jabyrinths of 7 Ve 

And ſtraiten its inextricable maze ? 

If inextinguiſhable thirſt in man 

To know : how rich, how'tull. our banquets ere! 
Tere, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world materia, lately ſeen in ſhades, 
And, in thoſe ſhades, by fragments only ſeen, 
And ſeen thoſe fragments by the /ab*r ing eye, 
Unbroken, then, i! ſultrious, and entire 

Its ample iplere, its univerſal "OS 

In full dimenfions, {wells to the ſurvey ; 

And enters, at one glance, the ray} ih'd licht. 
From ſome ſuperior point (wh cre, who can tell? 
Sutäce it, tis a point where gods reſide ) 


How 
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How ſhall the ſtranger man's illumin'd eye, 
In the vaſt ocean of unbounded ſpace, 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 

Divide the cryſtal waves of Ether pure, 

In endleſs voyage, without port? The 4 
Or theſe diſſeminated orbs, how great! 
Great as they are, what numbers Theſe ſurpaſs, 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that ſmall race, 

Thoſe twinkling multitudes of little life, 

He ſwallows unperceiv'd! Stupendous Theſe! 
Yet what are theſe ſtupendous to the avhole 
As particles, as atoms ill perceiv'd ; 

As circulating globules in our veins 


S0 vait the plan, Fecundity divine! 


Exub'rant Source! perhaps, I wrong thee ſtill. 
It admiration is a ſource of joy, 
What tranſport hence! Yet this the leaſt in heaven, 
What /ig to that illuſtrious robe Ac wears, 
Who tolt this mats of wonders from his hand, 


A ſpecimsa, an earneit of his power? 


Tris to that glory, whence all glory flows, 
As the mead's meaneſt flow'ret to the ſun, 


Which gave it birth. But what, this tun of heaven? 


This bliis ſupreme of the fupremely bleſt? 
Death, only death; the queition can reſolve. 
By death, cheap-bought ch“ 1deas of Ol joy; 
Ine bare ideas! Solid h. 2ppincls 

So diſtant from its thadow chas'd below. 

And chaſe we still the phantom through the fire, 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
And tw] we ſtiill for tubluuary pay? 

Defy the dangers of the field and flood, 

Or, ſpider-itke, ſpin out our precious All, 
Our nere than vitals ſpin (if no regard 

To great Futurity) in curious webs 

Ot 1abtie 8 and exquitiie deſign; 
(Fine net-work of the brain!) to catch a fly! 
The momentary buz of vain renown! 
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A name] a mortal immortality ! 
Or (meaner ſtill!) inſtead of graſping air, 
For ſordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? 
Drudge, ſweat, through ev'ry thame, for ev'ry gain, 
For vile contaminating traſh ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold? 
Ambition, aw rice ; the two dæmon theſe, 
Which goad through every flough our human herd,. 
Hard-travell'd trom the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ſtoop ! How ſteep they climb ! 
Theſe demons burn mankind ; but moſt poileſs 
Lozzxzo's boſom, and turn out the ſkies. 
Is it in time to hide eternity? 
And why not in an atom on the ſhore 
Jo cover ocean? or a mote, the ſun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding pow'r ? 
What if to em I prove Lozenzo blind! y 
Would it ſurpriſe thee ? Be thou then ſurpriz'd; 
Thou zeitlen know'ſt: Their nature learn irom me. 
Mark well, as foreign as theſe /ubjefts ſeem, 
What cloſe connexion ties them to my theme, 
Firſt, what is true ambition? The purſuit 
Of glory, nothing /ef than man can thare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent v.ith fumes of ſelf-applauſe, 
Their arts and conqueſts animals might boaſt, 
And claim their /aure/ crowns, as well as We; 
But not celeſfial. Here we ſtand alone; 
As in our form, diſtinct, pre- eminent; 
If prone in thought, our ſtature is our ſhame 
And man ſhould bluſh, his forehead meets the Kies. 
The vzſble and preſent are for brutes, 
A flender portion! and a narrow bound! 
Theſe reaſon, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps; and claims the future and " ; 
The vaſt unſeen ! the future fathomlels ! 
When the great foul buoys up to this high point, 
Leaving 
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Leaving groſs nature's ſediments below, 
Then, and then only, Adam's offspring quits 
The ſage and hero of the fields and woods, 
Aſſerts his rank, and riſes into man. 
This 1s ambition: This is human fre, 
Can part, or place (two bold pretenders !) make 
LoxENZo great, and pluck him from the throng ? 
Genius aud art, ambition's boaſted wings, 
Our boaſt but ill deſerve. A feeble aid! 
DeJalian engin'ry | If Theſe alone 
Ailit our flight, fame's flight is glory s fall. 
Heart merit wanting, mount we uc'er ſo high, 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name. 
A celebrated wretch; when I behoid, 
When I behold a genius bright, and baſe, 


Of tow'ring talents, and terreltrial aims; 


Methinks I Tee, as thrown from her high ſphere, 


Ihe giorious tragments of a ſoul immortal, 


With rubbith mix'd, and glittering in the duſt. 
Struck at the ſplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compayion ſoit, and envy, riſe 
But wherefore envy ? Palents angel-bright, 
It wanting worth, are {hung inſtruments 
In falle ambition's hand, to finith faults 
Illuitrious, and give intamy renown, 

Great ill is an atchi-vement of great pow?rs. 
Plain ſenſe but rarely leads us far aſtray. 
Reaſon the means, affections chuſe our end; 
Means have no merit, if our end amils. 
If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain; 
What is a PELHam's head, to PELHam's heart? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applauſe. 
Right ends, ad means, m make wifdom: Wordly- - wile 
Is but Halſewitted, at its higheit praiſe. 

Let genius then deſpair to make thee great; 
Nor Hatter ation What is ſtation high? 
*Fis a proud mendicant ; it boaits, and ___ 5 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng 


And 
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And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs and minifers, are awtul names; 
Whoever wear them, challenge our bir 
Religion, public order, both exact 

External homage, and a ſupple knee, 

To beings pompoully ſet up, to ſerve 

'The meanell ſlave ; all more is merit's due, 
Her ſacred and inviolable right; 

Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. 


Our hearts ne'er bow but to ſuperior worth ; 


Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the war in their account, 
And vote the mantle into majeſty. 

Let the ſmall ſavage boaſt his filver fur; 

His royal robe unborrow'd, and unbought, 
His cn, deſcending fairly from his fires. 
Shall man be proud to wear %ig livery, 

And fouls in ermin ſcorn a foul without? 
Can p/ace or leſſen us, or aggrandize! 4 


Pygaies are pygmies ſtill, though Perch d on Alp 
And Pyramids are pyramids in vales. 


Each man makes his own ſtature, builds himſelf: 
Virtue alone outbuilds the pyramids : 
Her monuments ſhall laſt, when Egyęt's fall. 

Of theſe ſure truths dolt thou demand the cauſe ? 
The cauſe is lodg'd in immortality. 
Hear, and aſſent. Thy boſom burns for pow'r 
What ſtation charms thee ? 'I inſtall thee there 
*Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before wait ſomething I than man, 
Has thy new polt betray'd thee into pride ? 
That treacherous pride betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which /affs or firings can raiſe, 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darkneſs ſoars, 
From blindneſs bold, and tow'ring to the ſkies. 
Tis born of z2n-rance, which knows not man: 
An angels ſecond ; nor his lecond, long. 
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6 
N A Neno quitting his imperial throne, 
| And courting glory from the tinkling firing, 
1 But faintly {hadows an immortal ſoul, 
| With empire's ſelf, to pride, or rapture, fir'd. 
; If nobler motives miniiter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 
High worth is elevated place: ”Tis more; 
| It makes the poſt ſtand candidate for Thee; 
Makes more than monarchs, makes an honeſt man; 
Though no exchegquer it commands, *tis wealth; 
And though it wears no ribbaud, *iis renown 
Renown, that would not quit thee, though diſgrac'd, 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maſter's ſmile. 
Other ambition nature interdicts ; | 
Nature proclaims it moſt abſurd in man, 
By pointing at his origin, and end; 
Milk, and a ſwathe, at firſt, his w hole demand; 
His whole domain, at lat, a turf, or ſtone; 
To whom, between, a world may leem too ſmall. 
Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of ;u/? ambition, to the grand reſult, 
The curtain's fall; there; ſee the buſkin'd chief 
f Unſhod behind this momentary ſcene; 
: Reduc'd to his own ſtature, low or high, 
ö As vice, or virtue, ſinks hun, or ſublimes; 
| And laugh at this fantaſtic mummery, 
This antic prelude of groteſque events, 
Where dwarts are often ſtilted, and betray 
A littleneſs of ſoul by worlds o'er-run, 
And nations laid in blood. Dread ſacrifice | 
To Chriſtian pride! which had with horror ſhock'd 
The darkeſt pagars, offer'd to their gods. 
O thou 7 Chriſtian enemy to peace! 
Again in arms? Again provoking fate? 
: 
rhat prince, and That alone, is truly great, 
Who drews the ſword reluctant, gladly ſheathes; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 


And makes his throne a ſcaſſold to the Kies. 
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Why tir ſo rare? Becauſe forgot of all 
The day of death; that venerable day, 

Which fits as judge ; ; that day, which ſhall pronounce 
On all our days, abſolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never ſhut thy thought again it; 
Be /evees ne'er ſo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend conſulted, flatteries apart, 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 
To doat on aught may leave us, or be leſt, 

Is That ambition ? Then let flames deſcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted ſpires, 

And learn humiliation from a ſoul, 
Which boaſts her lineage from celeſtial fire. 
Yet 7he/e are they, the world pronounces wiſe; 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wrong, 
And caſts yew wiſdom : Ev'n the grave man lends 
His ſolemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wiſdom for parts is madneſs for the whole. 
This ſtamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wiſeſt weak, the richeſt poor, 
The moſt ambitious, unambitious, mean; 
In triumph, mean; and abject, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it leſs than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art, 
And give his ſoul her full unbounded flight, 
But reaching Zim, who gave her wings to fly. 
When blind ambition quite miſtakes her road, 
And downward pores, for that which thines above, 
Subitantial happineſs, and true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot, gazing on the brook, 
We leap at ſtars, and faſten in the mud 
At glory graſp, and fink in infamy. 

Ambition ! pow'rtul ſource of good and ill! 
Thy ttrength in man, like length of wing in birds, 
When diſengag'd from earth, with greater eaſe 
And ſwifter flight tranſports us to the ſkies z 
By toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd, 


It 
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It turns a curſe; it is our chain, and ſcourge, 
In this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie, 
Cloſe-grated by the ſordid bars of /er/e e 
All proſpect of eternity thut out; 
And, but for execution, ne' er ſet free. 
With error in ambition juſtly charg'd, 
Find we Log ENZO wiler in his wealth ? 
What if thy rental T reform ? and draw 
An inventory ec to ſet thee right? 
Where, thy true treaſure ? Gold ſays, * Not in me:“ 
And, Not in me,“ the di'mond. Gold is poor; 
Tdi inſolvent: Seek it in thyſelf, 
Seek in thy naked ſelf, and find it there; : 
In being fo deſcended, form'd, endow'd ; 
Sky-born, ſky-g guided, ſky- returning race! 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine! 
In /enſes, which inherit arch, and heav*ns ; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields; 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy; 
Give taſte to fruits; and harmony to groves ; 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright fire ; 
Take in, at once, the landſcape of the world, 
At a ſmall inlet, which a grain might cloſe, 
And half create the wond'rous world they tee. 
Our /ex/es, as our reaſon, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos, ſtill. 
Objects are but th' occaſion ; ours th' exploit; 
_ Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, 
Which nature's admirable picture draws ; 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. 
Like Milton's He, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchleſs image, man admires. 
Say then, ſhall man, his thoughts all ſent abr dad, 
Superior wonders in himſelf forgot, 
His admiration waſte on dbjects "round, 
When Heav'n makes him the ſoul of all he ſees ? 
Abſurd! not rare! ſo great, ſo mean, is man. 
| What 
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What wealch in ſer/es ſuch as theſe ! What wealth 
In fazcy, fir'd to form a fairer ſcene 
Than /er/e ſurveys ! In men”ry's firm record, 
Which, ſhould it periſh, could this world recal 
From the dark ſhadows of o'erwhelming years! 
In colours freſh, originally bright, 
Preſerve its portrait, and report its fate! 
What wealth in zzte/{c@, that ſov'reign pow'r ! 
Which ene and fancy, ſummons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends 
And from the mals thoſe urderl/ings import, 
From their materials fifted, and refin'd, 
And in truth's balance accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and ſcience, government, and lax ; 
The ſolid baits, and the beauteous frame, 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life! 
And anner (fad exception!) ſet aſide, 
Strikes out, with maſter hand, a copy fair 
Of Zis idea, whoſe indulgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann d human bliſs. 
What wealth in ſouls that Foo dive, range around, 
Diſdaining limit, or from place, or time; 
And hear at once, in thought extenſive, Hear 
Th' Almighty l, and the Trumpet 's found ! 
Bold, on creation's outſide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and 29re than e'er ſhall be; 
Commanding, with omnipotence of Doug, 
Creation's new in fa ancy's field to riſe ! 
Souls, that can graip waate'er th' Almighty made, 
And wander wild thro? things impoſſible“ | 
What wealth, in faculties of endleſs growth, 
In quenchleſs paſſions violent to erave, 
In Jiberty to chuſe, in pow'r to reach, 
And in duration (how thy riches riſe !) 
Duration to perpetuate boundlets bliſs ! 
Aſk you, what pow'r reſides in fecble man 
That bliſs to gain? Is virtues, then, unknown z ; 
Virtue, our preſent peace, our future prize. 


| Man's 
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Man's imprecarious, natural eſtate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies; 
Its tenure ſure; its income is divine. 

High- built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? 
To breed new wants, and beggar us the more; 
Then, make a richer ſcramble for the throng ? 
Soon as this teeble pulſe, which leaps ſo long 
Almoſt by miracle, is tir'd with play, 

Like rubbiſh from diſploding engines thrown, 

Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly; 

Fly diverſe; fly to foreigners, to foes; 

New ma alder court, and call the former fool 

(How juſtly!) for dependance on their ſtay. 

Wide ſcatter, firſt, our play-things; then, our duſt, 

Doſt court abundance for the ſake of peace? 
Learn, and lament thy ſelf-defeated ſcheme : 
Riches enable to be richer ſtill; 

And, richer fill, what mortal can reſiſt? 
Thus wealth (a cruel taſg-maſter!) enjoins 
New toils, ſucceeding toils, an endleſs train! 
And murders peace, which taught it firſt to ſhine, 
The poor are half as wretched as the rich; 
Whoſe proud and painful privilege it is, 
At once, to bear a double load of woe; 
To feel the ſtings of envy, and of aut, 
Outrageous want! both Indies cannot cure. 
A competence is vital to content. 

Much wealth is corpulence, if not diſeaſe; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our happineſs, 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
O be content, where heav'n can give no more ! 
More, like a flaſh of water from a lock, 
Quickens our ſpirits? movement for an hour; 
Bai ſoon its force is ſpent, nor riſe our joys _ 
Above our native temper's common ſtream. 
Hence diſappointment lurks in ev'ry prize, 
As bees in flow'rs ; and IUngs us with tuccels. 

Thie rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns; 


* : . 
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Nor knows the wiſe are privy to the lye. 
Much learning ſhews how little mortals &now 5 
Much w ealth, how little worldlings can ergy © 
At belt, it babies us with endleſs toys, 
And keeps us children till we drop to duſt. 
As monkeys at a mirror ſtand amaz'd, 
They fail to find what they ſo plainly ſee ; 
Thus men, in thining riches, ſee the face 
Of happineſs, nor know it is a ſhade ; 
But gaze, and touch, and Peep, and peep again, 
And wiſh, and wonder it is abſent ſtill. 

How few can reſcue opulence from want ! 
Who lives to nature, rarely can be poor 
Who lives to /arcy, never can be rich. 


Poor 1s the man in debt; the man of gold, 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 


'The man of reaſon ſmiles at her, and death. 


O what a patrimony this! A being 
Of ſuch inherent ſtrength and majeſty, 


Not worlds poſſeſt can raiſe it; worlds deſtroy'd 
Can't injure; which holds on its glorious courſe, 
When thine, O Nature! ends; too bleſt to mourn 
Creation's obſequies. What treaſure, J! 


The Monarch is a beggar to the Man. 


[mmortal! Ages palt, yet nothing gone! 
Morn without eve! a race without a goal! 
Unthorten'd by progreſſion infinite! 
Futurity for ever future! Lite 
Beginning ſtill where . nn ends! 
*Tis the deſcription of a Dezty ! 

»Tis the deſcription of the mmeareſt ave : 
The meaneſt ſlave dares then Loxtxzo ſcorn ? 
The meaneſt ſlave thy /ev'reion glory ſhares. 


Proud youth! faſtidious of the /zaver world! 


Man's Jaanful pride includes humility; 
Stoops to the loweſt; is too great to nd 
Inſeriors; all immortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 


IMMORTAL ! 


3 


4 / 
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IMMORTAL! What can ſtrike t be fined Ip rong, 
As this the ſoul ? It thunders to. th 2 thoug! 
Neaſin amazes; gratifude © ewhelony ; 
No more we flumber on the brink of fate: 
Rous'd at the ſound, th' exulting foal aſcends, 
Ana breathes her native air; an air that feeds | 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires; _ 
uick kindles all that 1 is divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loit'ri ng thought beneath the ſtars. 
Has not T.ortExzc's boſom caught the flame? 
T.nmortal ! Were but one immortal, how 
Would others envy | How would thrones adore! 
Becauſe *tis common, is the bleſſing loft ? 
How this ties up the bounteous hand of heav'n! 
O vain, vain, vain, all elſe! Eternity! 
A glorious, and a needſul refuge, that, 
From vile impriſonment, in abje& views. 
| * 115 792mcrtality, 's that alone, | 
4 Amid life's pains, abaſements, empiineſs, 
The ſoul can comfort, elevate, and fill. 
That only, and that amply, this performs 
Lifts us above life's pains, her joys above 
Their terror Ve, and 7heſe their luſtre loſe; 
£!ernity depending covers all; 
Fternity depending all atchieves 
Zets earth at diſtance; caits her into ſhades ; 
Blends her diſtinctions; abrogates her pow'rs; 
The low, the lofty, jorous, and ſcvere, 
Fortune's aread frowns, and faſcinating ſmiles, 
Make one promiſcuous and neglected heap, 
, Ihe man beneath; if I may call him man, 
Whom [mmsrtality*'s full force inſpires. 
Nothing terre {rial touches his high thought; 
Suns ſnine unſeen, and thunders roll unheard ; 
By minds quite conſcious of their high de ſeent, 
'Fher'preſent province, and their futur E Prize; 
Drvinely darting upward ev'ry with, 
ALI! Warm on the wing, in glorious 4% nce loſt! 


n, 
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Doubt you this truth? Why labonrs your belief ? 
If earth's whole orb by ſome due diſtanc'd eye 
Were ſeen at once, her tow'ring Alp, w ould link, 
And levelPd Atlas leave an even ſphere. 

Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire, 

Is wWwallow'd in Eten nity s valt round. 

To that tupendous view, when fouls awake, 

S0 large of late, fo mountainous to man, 

Tinos toys ſubſide; and egual all below. 
Enthuflattic, this? Then all are weak, 

But rank enthuſiaſts. To this godlike heigh 

$722 ſouls have ſoar'd; or mar 17 ys ne' er had i bled. 
Andailmay do, what has by an been done. 
Vo, beaten by theſe ſublunary ſtorms, 
Boundleſs, interminable joys can weigh, 
Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam*d ? 

What flave_unk J, who from to- morrow's dawn 
Expects an empire? He forgets his chain, 

And, thron'd in thought, his abſent ſceptre waves. 

And what a iceptre waits us! what a throne ! 
Her own immenſe appointments to compute, 
Or comprenend her high prerog zatives, 
In tits her dark minority, how toils, | 
How vainly pants, the human ſoul divine ! 
755 great the bounty feems for ear thly joy: 
Wi heart but Zremsles at ſo ſtrange a bliſs? 

j: ſpite of all the truths the mule has ſung, 
Ne er to be priz'd enough! enough rev olv'd! 
Are there who wrap the world 1o cloſe about them, 
They Tee no farther than the clouds; and dance 
On heedlefs vanity's fantaſtic toe, | 
Jill, ſtumbling at a ftraw, in their career, 
Headlong theyplunge, where end both dance and ſong 
Are there, LORENZO? Is it poſſible? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men 
Vho lodge a foul immortal in their breaſts ; 
Unconſcious as the mountain of its ore; 
Or rock, of its ineſtimable gem ? 


When 


em, 


ſong? 


When 
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When rocks ſhall melt, and. mountains vaniſh, theſe 
Shall know their treaſure ; treaſure, Ven, 10 more. 


Are there (ſtill more amazing!) who retlit 
The riſing thought? Who f aother „in its birth, 


'E he g lorious react? Who itruggle to be brutes? | 


Wio th ro” this boſom-barrier burt it their way, 
Aud, with reverſt ambition, rive to fink ? 


WhO een downwards thro” th? oppoling pow' 


Of mitin&, reaſon, and the world againſt them, 


To dijmal hopes, and thelter in the hock 


rs 


Ot endleſs night; night darker than the grave 8 


Who fight, the proofs of immortality 2? 
With horrid zeal, and cxecrable ar (8, 
Work ail their engines, level their black fires, 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
{Than vital blood far dearer to the W 
Blaſphemers, and rank athieſts to Heinſelve 

To contradict them, ſee all nature rite 5 
What object, what event, the moon beneath, 
But argues, or endears, an atter-ſcene ; 


To reaſon proves, or weds it to dere? 


All things proclaim it ef; lome advance 
One precious ſtep beyond, and prove it e. 
A thouſand arguments {warm round my pen, 


From eav'n, and earth, and man. Indulge a few, 


By nature, as her common habit, worn; 
DO preſ/ing Providence a truth to teach, 


Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain, 


THOU ! whoſe all- -providential Eye ſurve) 


Whoſe Hand directs, whoſe Spirit fills and war ms 


Creation, and holds empire far beyond! 
Etermty's Inhabitant auguſt! 

Of two Eternities amazing Lord! 

One paſt, ere man's, or angel's, had begun; 
Aid! while I reſcue from the foe's all.ylt 
2/ glorious Immortality in man . 


A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, 


Of moment infinite! but relimh'd molt 


F 2 
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By thoſe who love Thee moſt, who moſt adore. | ; 
Nture, thy daughter, ever-changing birth : 
Or Thee the Great. Immutable, to man | 
Speaks wiſdom; is his oracle ſupreme z 
An he who molt conſults her, is moſt wiſe. 
LoxkN Zo, to this heav*nly Delphos haſte; | 3 
And come back all-immortal; all Heine : | 4 
Lock nature through), 'tis e all; | 
All change; no death. Day toliows night; and night 
The e dying day; ſtars riſe, and ſet, and riſe; 
Earth takes th? example. See, the Summer gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers, 
Droops into pallid Autumm: Winter grey, 
Horrid with freſt, oy turbulent with ſtorm, 
Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away : 
Then melts into the e Soft Spring, with breath 
Eavian, from warm chambers of the louth, 
Recalls the hu. All, to re-flourith, fades; 
As in a wheel, all ſinks, to re- alcend. 
Emblems of man, who paſſes, not expires. 
* ith this minute diſtinction, emblems juſt, 
Aunture revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, at a elects ih;s a hne. 
That eravitates, {his ſoars. Th' aſpiring foul, 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, aſce nds, 
Zeal nnd humility her wings, to heav*n. 
Phe world of matter, with its various forms, | 
All dies into new life. Liie born from death 
Rolls the vaſt maſs, and 1hail for ever roll. 
INo ſingle atom, once in being, loſt, 
With change of counſel charges the Moſt High. 
What kene e infers Loxtnzo ? Can it be? 
Nat ter immortal? And fhall Sp7rz7 die? 
Above the nobler, {hall lefs noble riſe ? 
8h a] Man alone, ſor whom all elſe revives, 
No refurrection know ? Shall Man alone, 
Imperial Man! be ſown in barren ground, 
Left, privileg'd than grain, on which he feeds? 


Is 


** 
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Is Man, in whom alone is pow'r to prize 

The bits of being, or with previous * 

Deplore its period by the ſpicen of fate, 

Severely doom'd death's fingie unredeem'd? | 
It nature's revolution ſpeuks aloud, | 8 5 

In her 2radatizn, hear her louder Ws | 

Look nature thro?, 'tis neat gadetian all, 

By what minute degrees her jcale aſcends. | 

Each middte n itnre join dat each extreme, | 

To that above it join'd, to that beneath. , 

Parts, into parts reciprocally mot, | 

Abhor divorce: What love of union reigns ! 

Here, dormant matter waits a call to life; 

Half. life, half. death, join there; here, 155 and ſenſe; 

There, ſenſe from reaſon ſteals a glimm'ring ray; 

Reaſon ſhines out in man. But how preſerv'd 

The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 

Or incorporcal life? thoſe realms of bliſs, 

Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a maxe 

Half- mortal, half-immortal ; earthy, part, 

And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 

Eternal; or in man the feries ends. 

Wide yawns the gap; connexion is no more; 

Check'd reaſon halts; her next AP wants ſupport. 

ering to climb, the tumbles from her ſcheme; | 

A tcheme, analogy pronounc'd 15 true; | 

Anaigzy, man's lokeſt guide Below. | | 
Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief, | 

And will Loxzxzo, careleſs of the call, 

Falle arteitation on all nature charge, 

Rather than violate bis league with death! | 

Renounce his reaton, ratuer than renounce 4 

The duit belov'd, and run the /i, of keav'n ? 

O what indignity to deathleſs touts | 

What treaſon to the majeily of man ! 

Of man immortal! Hear the lofty ſtyle: 

« It ſo decreed, th' Aimighty Will be done. 

Loet earth diſſolve, yon pond'rous orbs deſcend, 
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« And grind us into duſt. The /u⁰ 1s ſafe; 

The zan emerges; mounts above the wreck, 
As tow'ring flame from nature's fun'ra! pyre 

oY O'er Ceraltation, as a gainer, ſmiles; 

6 Tars charter, his inviolable rights, 

5 vw ell pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 

© Death's pointleſs darts, and hell's defeated ſtorms.“ 
But theie chimeras touch not thee, LORENZO! 

The olories of the world thy ſev'nfold />ield. 

Giler a mbitioh than of crowns in air, 

And ſupe rlunary felicities, 

Thy ” zen warm. III e it, 1f1 can: 

nd turn thoſe 2 5s that inch ant, again? thee. 

Sat ties thee 10 hn life, Procla is the next. 

vie, the cauſe that wounds thee is thy cure. 

Come, my aiuliticus 1 let us mount together 

(r bo mount, Loa ExZzO never can refuſe); 

nd; om the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 

2200 k down on earth. — What ſeeſt thou? Wond'rous 


5 errch rial wonders, that 80 the ſkies, [things! 


TEE 


hat lengths of 1: 1bour'd lands! what loaded ſeas! 


Loaded by man, for pleaſure, wealth, or war! 

Zeus, winds, and planets, into ſervice brought, 

is art acknowledge, and promote his ends, 

Ne gan th' eternal rocks his will withitand ; 

What levelPd mountains! and what lifted vales! 

O'er val-s and mountains ſump:uous cities ſwell, 

2 „ gild our landicape with their glitt'ring ſpires. 
Some mid the w ond'ring waves majellic its 3 

And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. 

1 ar greater ſtill! (what cannot mortal might?) 
See, wide dominions raviſh'd from the deep! 
he narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
Or ſouthward turn; to de/icate and grand, 
he finer arts there ripen in the ſun. 

How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Aicend the Kies! the proud triumphal arch 
Shows us hall heav'n beneath its ample bend. 


* 
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High thro? mid Kür, / here . treams are taught to flow; 
Whole fire! there, laid! by in baſons, Heep. 

Here, plains turn oceans; there, vat oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms, channel'd dec from thore to hora; 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
Beats 177 brave breal for formidable ſcenes, 
Where fame and empire wit upon the fword? 

Zee fields in blood; hear naval thunders riſe ; 
BAITANNIA's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projecting breaks 

The mid-ſea, furious waves! Their roar amidſt, 

Out- ſpeaks the Deity, and ſays, O main! 

« Thus far, nor farther; eu reſtraints obey.“ 
Earth's diſembowel'd! meaſur'd are the tkies! 

Stars are detected in their deep receſs! 

Creation widens! . nature yields! 

Her ſecrets are extorte i! art prevails ! 

Wat monument of genius, ſpirit, power! 

And now, LORENZO! raptur'd at this ſcene, 
Whoſe glories render heav'n ſuperfiions ! ſay, 
Whoſe footſteps theie ?—mmortals have been here. 
Could leſs chan touls immortal this have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal; 
And proots ot immortality r, got. 

10 flatter hy: grand forble, 1 conf is, 
Theſe are aniilicy's works : And theſe. are great: 


But #575, the lait immortal ſouls-can do: | | 
Py ene then ML zu Want can thets tranſcend ? | 
1 | NK men at! — One 110 H OE L242 4% ek. 

What then for „. 55 by A 64 ep = 1 
is r en teur Makes the m Ws Man: | 
H ow little LBC), who think aunt gead bein w.? 4 
All our ambitions death defeats, But on:; ä | | 


And that it crowns.—-! ere ccale we; But, ere long, | 
Naore pow'rful þrogf inall take the fizld alder tnees | 
Stronger than death, ald ſmiling at the toinb. 
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